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CHAPTER I. 

Two friends were sitting together outside the Caf^ des 
Tribunaux in Dieppe. One of tiiem was falling in 
love ; tiie otiier, an untidy and morose little man, was 
N wasting advice. It was the hour of coffee and liqueurs, 
on an August evening. 

*You are,' said tiie adviser irritably, *at the very 

^ beginning of a career. You have been surprisingly for- 

y^ tunate; tiiere is scarcely a novelist in England who 

^ wouldn't be satisfied with such reviews as yours, and it's 

your first book. Think: twelve months ago you were a 

clerk in the dty, and managed to place about three 
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2 A DAUGHTER OF THE PHHJSTINES 

short stories a year at a guinea each. Then your aunt 
what-was-her-name left you the thousand pounds, and 
you chucked your berth and sat down to a novel. 
"Nothing happens but the unforeseen^ — the result 
justified you. You sold your novel ; you got a hundred 
quid for it ; and the Saturday y and the Spectator, and 
every paper whose opinion is worth a rush, hails you as 
a coming light. For you to consider marrying now 
would be flying in the face of a special providence.' 

* Why ?' said Humphrey Kent. 
^ " Why r Are you serious ? Because your income 

is an unknown quantity. Because youVe had a hterary 
success, not a popular one. Because, if you keep single, 
youVe a comfortable life in front of you. Because 
you'd be a damned fool.' 

'The climax is comprehensive, if it isn't convincing. 
But the discussion is a trifle "previous," eh? I can't 
marry you, my pretty maid, et cetera.' 

' You are with her all day,' said Turquand — * I con- 
clude she likes you. And the mother countenances it.' 

* There is really nothing to countenance ; and, remem- 
ber, they haven't any idea of my position : they meet 

I 
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A DAUGHTER OF THE PHHJSTINES 3 

me in a fashionable hotel, they had read the book, and 
they saw the Times review. What do tiiey know of 
Kterary earnings ? — ^the father is on the Stock Exchange, 
I believe ! I am an impostor.' 

*You should have gone to the little show I recom- 
mended on the quay, then. / find it good enough.** 

Kent laughed and stretched himself. 

*I am rewarding industry,** he said. *For once I 
wallow. I came into the money, and I put it in a 
;bank, and by my pen, which is mightier than the sword, 
Fve replaced all I drew to live during the year. Am I 
not entitled to a brief month's splash ? Besides, Fve 
never <^d I want to marry — ^I don't know what you're 
hacking at.' 

^ You haven't "said" it, but the danger is about as 
plain as pica to the average intelligence, all the same. 
My son, how old are you — ^twenty-seven, isn't it ? Pack 
your bag, ask for your bill, and go back with me by the 
morning boat ; and, if you are resolved to make an ass 
of yourself over a woman, go and live in gilded infamy, 
and buy sealskin jackets and jewellery while your legacy 
lasts, ril forgive you that.' 
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^ The prescription wouldn't be called orthodox ?' 

^ You'd find it cheaper than matrimony in the long- 
run, I promise you. When now and again some man 
plays ducks and drakes with a fortune for a cocotte there 
are shrieks enough to wake his ancestors ; but marriage 
ruins a precious sight more men every year than the 
demi-monde and the turf and the tables put together, 
and nobody shrieks at all — except tiie irrepressible 
children. Did it never occur to you that the price 
paid for the virtuous woman is quite the most appalling 
one known in an expensive world P 

^ No,' said Kent shortly, ^ it never did.' 

* And they call you " an acute observer " ! Marriage 
is Man's greatest extravagance.' 

^ The apothegm excepted. It soimds like a dissipated 
copybook.' 

^ It's a fact, upon my soul. I tell you, a sensible girl 
would shudder at the thought of entrusting her future 
to a man improvident enough to propose to her; a 
fellow capable of marrying a woman is the sport of a 
reckless and imdisciplined nature she should beware of.' 

^ The end is cura^oa-and-brandy,' said Kent, ^and in 
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A DAUGHTER OF THE PHHJSTINES 6 

your best vein. What else ? You'll contradict your- 
self with brilliance in a moment if you go on.** 

The journalist dissembled a grin, and Kent, gazing 
down the sunny little street, inhaled his cigarette pleasur- 
ably. To suppose that Miss Walford would ever be his 
wife looked to him so chimerical that his companion's 
warnings did not disturb him, yet he was sufficiently 
attracted by her to find it exciting that a third person 
could think it likely. He was the son of a man who 
had once been very wealthy, and who, having attempted 
to repair injudicious investments by rasher speculation, 
had died owning little more than enough to defray the 
cost of his funeral. At the age of nineteen Humphrey 
realized that, witii no stock-in-trade beyond an educa- 
tion and a bundle of rejected manuscripts, it was 
incumbent on him to fight the world unassisted, and, 
suppressing his literary ambitions as likely to tell 
against him, betook himself to some connections who 
throve in commerce and had been socially agreeable. 
To be annihilated by a sense of your own deficiencies, 
seek an appointment at the hands of relations. The 
boy registered the aphorism, and withdrew. When 
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Mife^ means merely a struggle to sustain existence, it 
is not calculated to foster optimism, and the optimistic 
point of view is desirable for the production of popular 
English fiction. His prospect of achieving many editions 
would have been greater if his father had been satisfied 
with five per cent. He shifted as best he could, and 
garnered various experiences which he would have been 
sorry to think would be cited by his biographer, if he 
ever had one. ^ Poverty is no disgrace,^ but there are 
few disgraces that cause such keen humiliations. Even- 
tually he foimd regular employment in the office of a 
stranger, and, making Turquand's acquaintance in the 
lodging-house in which he obtained a bedroom, con- 
templated him with respect and envy. Turquand 
was subediting Th^ Outpost, a hybrid ^weekly' for 
which he wrote a little of what he thought and 
much that he disapproved, in consideration of a modest 
salary. The difierence in their years was not too great 
to preclude confidences. An intimacy grew between 
the pair over their evening pipes in ihe arid enclosure 
to which the landlady's key gave them access, and was 
transplanted to joint quarters embellished with their 
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several possessions, chiefly portmanteaus and photo- 
graphs, equally battered. The elder man, perceiving 
there was distinction in the unsuccessful stories displayed 
to him, imparted a good deal of desultory advice, of 
which tiie most efiectual part was not the assurance that 
the literary temperament was an affliction, and autilor- 
ship a synonym for despair. The younger listened, 
sighed, and burned. Aching to be famous, and fettered 
to a clerk^s stool, he tugged at his chains. He had 
begun to doubt his force to burst them, when he was 
apprised, to his unspeakable amazement, that a maternal 
aunt, whom he had not seen since he was a schoolboy, 
had bequeathed him a thousand poimds. 

Dieppe had dined, and the Grande Rue was astir. 
He watched the passers-by with interest. In tiie 
elation of his success he was equal to tackling another 
novel on the morrow, and he saw material in every- 
thing: in the chattering party of American girls 
running down from the Plage to eat more ices at the 
pastrycook's; in the coquettish dealer in rosaries and 
Lives of the Saints, who had put up her shutters for 
the night, and was bound for the Opera ; in the little 
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8 A DAUGHTER OF THE PHH-ISTINES 

boy -soldiers from the barracks, swaggering every- 
where in uniforms several sizes too big for them. 
Sentences from the reviews he was still receiving 
bubbled through his consciousness deliciously, and he 
wished, swelling with gratitude, that the men who 
wrote them were beside him, that he might be intro- 
duced, and grip their hands, and try to express the 
inexpressible in words. 

^ I should Uke to live here, Turk,^ he remarked : 
* the atmosphere is right. It's suggestive, stimulating. 
When I see a peasant leaning out- of a window in 
France, I want to write verses about her ; when I see 
the same thing at home, I only notice she is dirty .^ 

* Ah !^ said Turquand, ^ that's another reason why 
you had better go back with me to-morrow. The 
tendency to write verses leads to the casual ward. Let 
us go and watch the Insolent Opulence losing its 
francs.** 

The Casino was beginning to refill, and the path and 
lawn were gay with the flutter of toilettes as they 
reached the gates. Two of the figures approaching the 
rooms were familiar to the novelist, and he discovered 
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A DAUGHTER OF THE PHHJSTINES 9 

their presence with a distinct shock, though his gaze 
had been scanning the crowd in search of them. 

^ There ^o^ the Walfords/ he said. 

The other grunted — ^h^ also had recognised a girl in 
mauve — and Kent watched her silently so long as she 
remained in view. He knew he had nerves when he 
saw Miss Walford. The sight of her aroused a feeling 
of restlessness in. him latterly which demanded her 
society for its relief, and he had not denied to himself 
that when a stranger, sitting behind him yesterday in 
the salon de lecture, had withdrawn a handkerchief 
redolent of the coryhpsis which Miss Walford affected, 
it had provided him with a sensation profoundly 

« 

absurd. 

If he had nerves, however, there was no occasion to 
parade the fact, and he repressed impatience laudably. 
It was half an hour before the ladies were encountered. 
Objecting to be foolish, he felt, nevertheless, that 
Cynthia Walford was an excuse for folly as she turned 
to him on the terrace with her faint smile of greeting ; 
felt, with unreasoning gratification, that Turquand 
must acknowledge it. 
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She was a fair, slight girl, with dreamy blue eyes 
bewitchingly lashed, and lips so delicately modelled that 
the faint smile always appeared a great tribute upon 
them. She was no less beautiful for her manifest 
knowledge she was a beauty, and though she could not 
have been more than twenty-two, had the air of carry- 
ing her loveliness as indiflferently as her frocks — ^which 
tempted a literary man to destruction. She accepted 
admiration like an entremet at a table d^hote — some- 
thmg included in the menu, and arriving as a matter of 
course ; but her acceptance was so graceful that it was 
delightful to bend to her and oflfer it. 

Kent asked if they were going in to the concert, and 
Mrs. Walford said they were not. It was far too warm 
to sit indoors to listen to that kind of music ! She 
found Dieppe insufferably hot, and ridiculously over- 
rated. Now, Trouville was really lively ; did he not 
think so ? 

He said he did not know Trouville. 

^ Dotf t you ? Oh, it is ever so much better ; very 
jolly — ^really most jolly ! We were there last year, and 
enjoyed it immensely. We — ^we had such a timef 
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She giggled loudly. ^ How long are you gentlemen re- 
mainingr 

^ Mr. Turquand is " deserting '^ to-morrow/ he said. 
^ I ? Oh, I shall have to leave in about a week, I am 

afraid.^ 

* You said that a week ago,^ murmured Miss Walford. 

*I like the place,' he confessed; *I find it very 
pleasant myself.' 

Mrs. Walford threw up her hands with a scream of 
expostulation. Her face was elderly, despite her atten- 
tions to it ; but in her manner she was often a great 
deal more youthful than her daughter; indeed, while 
the girl had already acquired something of the serenity 
of a woman, the woman was superficially reverting to 
the artlessness of a girl. 

^ What is there to like ? Dieppe is the Casino, and 
the Casino is Dieppe !' 

^ But the Casino is very agreeable,' he said, his glance 
wandering from her. 

^ And the charges are perfectly monstrous, though, of 
course, you extravagant yoimg men don't mind that.' 

^A friend might call me young,' said Turquand 
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gloomily; *my worst enemy couldn'^t call me ex- 
travagant.' 

* / plead innocent too/ returned Kent. * Fm as little 
complacent under extortion as anybody .** 

She was pleased to hear him say so. All she asked 
of a young man was that he should be well provided 
for, but for him to have the good feeling to exercise a 
nice economy until he became engaged was an additional 
recommendation. Her giggle was as violent as before, 
though. 

^Oh, I dare say,' she exclaimed facetiously; ^Fm 
always being taken in ; I don't believe those stories any 
longer. Do you remember Willy Holmes, Cynthia, and 
the tales he used to tell me? I used to think that 
young man was so steady, I was always quoting him. 
And it turned out he was a regular scapegrace ; and 
everybody knew it all the time, and had been laughing 
at me. Fve given up believing in anyone, Mr. Kent — ^in 
anyone, do you hear ?' She shook the splendours of 
her bonnet at him, and gasped and gurgled archly. 
^ Fve no doubt you're every bit as bad as the rest !' 

He answered with the sort of inanity required. Miss 
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Walford asked him a question, and he took a seat 
beside her in replying. Turquand also found a chair. 
Twilight was falling, and a refreshing breeze b^an 
to make itself felt. A fashionable sea purled on the 
sand below with elegant decorum. In the building 
the concert commenced, and snatches of orchestration 
reached them through the chatter of American and 
English and Erench from the occupants of the tables 
behind. Presently Mrs. Walford wanted to go and 
play Petits Chevaux. The sub -editor, involuntarily 
attached to the party, accompanied her, and Kent 
and the girl followed. The crowds round the miniature 
coiu*ses were large, but Turquand prevailed on the 
dame to perceive that there was still space for them 
all to stand together. She complimented him on his 
dexterity, but immediately afterwards became fatigued, 
and begged him to pilot her to a comer where she 
could sit down. The party was now necessarily divided 
into couples. 



CHAPTER II. 

He had appreciated the manoeuvres sufficiently to feel 
no surprise when the room wa^ pronounced stifling 
ten minutes later, and she declared she must return 
to the terrace. She had hitherto, however, evinced 
such small desire for his companionship that he was 
momentarily undecided which tete-i-tete was the one 
she had been anxious to effect. 

*Pouf !^ she exclaimed, as they emerged into the 
air. *It was unbearable. Where are the others? 
Didn'^t they come out too ?^ 

*They have no idea weVe gone,^ said Turquand 
dryly. 

She was greatly astonished, and had to turn before 
she could credit it. 

* 1 thought they were behind us,' she repeated several 
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times. ^ rm sure they saw us move. Oh, well, they'll 
find it out in a minute, I expect. Never mind.' 

They strolled up and down among the promenaders. 

* Sorry you're going, Mr. Tiu*quand?' inquired the 
lady. * Your friend will miss you very much.' 

^I don't think so,' he answered. *He knew I was 
only running over for a few days.' 

^He tells me it is the first holiday he has taken 
for years,' she said. ' His profession seems to engross 
him. I suppose it ij an engrossing one. But he 
oughtn't to exhaust his strength. I needn't ask you 
if you've read his novel. What do you think of it ?' 

' I think it extremely clever work,' repUed Turquand. 

*And it's been a great success, too, eh? "One 
of the books of the year," the Times called it.' 

^ It has certainly given him a literary position.' 

^How splendid!' she said. ^Yes, that's what / 
thought it : " extremely clever," brilliant — ^most bril- 
liant ! His parents must be very proud of him ?' 

* They are dead,' said Turquand. 

Mrs. Walford was surprised again. She had somehow 
taken it for granted they were living, and as she 
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understood he had no brothers or sisters, it must be 
very lonely for him. 

* He sees a good deal of me^ said her escort, * and 
Fm quite a festive sort of person when you know me/ 

Her giggle announced that she found this entertain- 
ing, but the approval did not loosen his tongue. She 
fanned herself strenuously, and decided that, besides 
being untidy, he was dense. 

^ Of course, in one way,' she pimsued, ^ his condition 
is an advantage to him. Literary people have to 
work so hard if they depend on their writing, don't 
they? 

* / do,' he assented, ^ Fm sorry to say.' 

His constant obtrusion of himself into the matter 
annoyed her singularly. She had neither inquired nor 
cared if he worked hard, and felt disposed to say so, 
Turquand, who realized now why honours had been 
thrust upon him this evening, regretted that loyalty 
to Kent prevented his doing him what he felt would 
be the greatest service that could be rendered, and 
removing the temptation of the mauve girl permanently 
from his path. 
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*With talent and private means our author is 
fortunate ?' 

* I often tell him so,** he said. 

*If it doestft tempt him to rest on his oars,^ she 
added delightedly. * Wealth Juis its dangers, Young 
men will be young men.' 

<« Wealth'' is a big word,' said he. *Kent is 
certainly not to be called " wealthy," ^ 

*But he does not rely on his penP she cried witii 
painful carelessness. 

' He has some private means, I believe ; in fact^ I 
know it.' 

^ I am so glad — so glad for him. Now I have 
po misgivings about his fiiture at all, • • « Have 
yofuT 

* Fm not sure that I follow you.' 
She played with her fan airily. 

^ He is certain to succeed, I mean ; he need not fear 
anything, since he has a competence. Oh, I know what 
these professions are,' she went on, laughing. <My 
son is in the artistic w.orld ; we are quite behind the 
scenes. I know how hard -up some of the biggest 

VOL. I. ^ 2 
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professionals are when they have nothing but their 
vocation to depend on. A profession is so precarious — 
shocking — even when one has aptitude for it.' 

' Kent has more than " aptitude,'' ' he said. * He has 
power. Perhaps he'll always work too much for himself 
and the reviewers to attract the very widest public. 
Perhaps he is a trifle inclined to over-do the analytical 
element in his stuff; but that's the worst that can 
be said of it. And, then, it's a question of taste. For 
myself, Fm a believer in the introspective school, and 
I think his method's admirable.' 

* Schools' and * methods' were meaningless to the 
lady in such a connection. Novels were novels, and 
they were -either ^ good ' or they were ^ rubbish,' if she 
imderstood^ anything about them ; and she had read 
them all her life. She looked perplexed, and reiterated 
the phrase she had used already. 

* Oh, extremely clever, brilliant — ^most brilliant, 
really ! I quite agree with you.' 

* Your son writes, did you say, Mrs. Walford ?' 

* Oh no, not writes — ^no ! He sings ! He is — er — 
8tud3dng for the operatic stage.' Her tone could not 
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have been more impressive if she had said he was 
De Reszke. * His voice is quite magnificent/ 

* Really !^ he replied with interest. * That is a great 
gift — a voice.' 

* He is *^ coming out ^ soon,' she said. * He — er — ^he 
could get an engagement at any moment, but — ^he is so 
conscientious. He feels he must do himself entire 
justice when he makes his debut. In professional 
circles he is thought an immense amount of — ^immense !' 

* Has he sung at any concerts ?' 

*In private,' she explained — ^* socially. He visits 
among musicians a great deal. And of course it 
makes it very lively for its. He is quite — er — in the 
swim !' 

* You are to be congratulated on your family,' said 
Turquand. *With such a son, and a daughter like 
Miss Walford ' 

* Yes, she is very much admired,' she admitted — * very 
much; but a strange girl, Mr. Turquand. You wouldn't 
believe how strange !' 

He did not press her to put him to the test, but she 
afforded the particulars as if glad of the opportunity. 
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He remarked that, in narrating matters of which she 
was proud, she adopted a breathless, jerky delivery, 
which provoked in the hearer the perhaps unfounded 
suspicion that she was inventing the facts as she 
went on. 

* She is most peculiar,** she insisted. * The matches 
she has reused ! Appalling ? 

* No ?*" he said. 

* A Viscount !** she gasped. * She refused a Viscount 
in Monte Carlo last year. A splendid fellow ! Enor- 
mously wealthy. Perfectly wild about her. She | 
wouldn'^t look at him.^ 

* You astonish me !' he murmured. 
Mrs. Walford shook her head speechlessly, with 

closed eyes. 

* And there were others,^ she said in a reviving spasm 
— ^ dazzling positions ! Treated them like dirt. She 
said, if she didn'^t care for a man, nothing would induce 
her. What can one do with such a romantic goose ? 
Be grateful that you aretft a mother, Mr. Turquand.' 

*Some day,^ he opined, without returning thanks- 
giving, * the young lady will be induced.'* 
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* Oh, and before long, if it comes to that.' She 
nodded confidentially. ^ To tell you the truth, I expect 
somebody here next week. A young man rolling in 
riches, and with expectations that — oh, tremendous! 
He raves about her. She has refused him — er — seven 
times — seven times ! He wanted to commit suicide after 
her last rejection. But she respects him immensely. 
A noble fellow he is — oh, a most noble fellow ! And 
when he asks her again, I rather imagine that pity may 
make her €ux^pt him, after all.' 

* She must have felt it a grave responsibility,' observed 
the journalist politely, Hhat a young man said he 
wanted to commit suicide on her account.' 

' That's just it ; she feels it a terrible responsibility. 
Oh, she's not fond of him. Sorry for him, you under- 
stand — sorry. And, between ourselves, Fm sure I really 
don't know what to think would be for the best — ^I don't 
indeed ! But I wouldn't mind wagering a pair of gloves 
that, if she doesn't meet Mr. Right soon, she'll end by 
giving in, and Mr. Somebody-else will have stolen the 
prize before he comes — ^hee, hee, hee !' 

Turquand groaned in his soul. In his mental vision 
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his friend already flopped helplessly in the web, and he 
derived small encouragement from the reflection that she 
was mistaken in the succulence of her fly. 

^You are not smoking,' she said. *Do! I dotft 
mind it a bit/ 

He scowled at her darkly, and was prepared to see 
betrothal in the eyes of the absent pair when they 
rejoined them. 

As yet, however, they were still wedged in the crowd 
around the tables. On their right, a fat Frenchwoman 
cried * Assez ! assez !** imploringly, as her horse, leading by 
a foot, threatened at last to glide past the winning-post, 
and leave victory in the rear ; to their left, an English 
girl, evidently on her honeymoon, was losing francs 
radiantly out of the bridegroom'^s purse. Kent had 
paid for sixteen tickets, and Miss Walfordfor five, before 
they perceived that the others had retired. 

' We had better go and look for them,' she declared. 

The well-bred sea shimmered in the moonlight now, 
and the terrace was so thronged that investigation could 
only be made in a saimter. 

^ I wonder where they have got to,' she murmured. 
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Her companion was too contented to be curious : 

* We axe sure to come upon them in a minute,' he 
said. * Do you also abuse Dieppe, Miss Walford ?' 

* Not at all — ^no. It is mamma who is bored.' 

* I should like to show you Arques,' he said. * Fm 
sure your mother would be interested by that. Do you 
think we might drive over one afternoon ?' 

' I don't know,' she replied. ' Is it nice ? 

* Well, " nice" isn't what you will call it when you 
are there. It's a ruined castle, you know ; and you can 
almost "hear" the hush of the place — ^it's so solemn, 
and still, and Norman. If you're very imaginative, you 
presently hear men clanking about in armoiu* as you 
dream in the old courtyard. You woidd hear the men 
in armour, I think.' 

^ Am I imaginative F she smiled. 

* Aren't you ?' he asked. 

^ Perhaps I am ; I don't know. What makes you 
think soP 

He was puzzled to adduce any reason excepting that 
she was so pretty. He did not piursue the subject. 

^ There are several things worth seeing here,' he said. 
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* Of course Dieppe " is only the Casino,^ if one never 
goes anywhere else. I suppose you haven't even heard 
of the Cave-dwellers ?' 

* The " Cave-dwellers ^ ?** she repeated. 

* Their homes are the caves in the cliffs. Have you 
never noticed there are holes? They are caves when 
you get inside — ^vast ones — one room leading out of 
another. The people are beggars, very dirty, and occa- 
sionally picturesque. They exist by what they can 
cadge, and, of course, they pay no rent ; it's only when 
they come out that they see daylight.' 

* How horrid !** she shivered. * And you went to look 
at them ?' 

* Rather I They are very pleased to " receive.*" One 
of the inhabitants has lived there for twenty years. I 
don't think he has stirred abroad for ten ; he sends his 
family* Many of the colony were bom there. Don't 
you consider they were worth a visit ?' 

^ I don't know,' she said ; ^ one might be robbed and 
murdered in such a place.' 

^ With the greatest ease in the world,' he agreed ; 

* some of the inner rooms are so black that you literally 
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can^t see your hand before you. It would be a beautiful 
place for a murder ! The next-of-kin lures the juvenile 
heiress there, and bribes the beggars to make away with 
her. Unknown to him, they spare her life because — 

because Why do they spare her life but keep 

her prisoner and bring her up as one of themselves? 
Twenty years later — I believe I could write a sensa- 
tional novel, after all V 

* What nonsense !** laughed Miss Walford daintily. 

* Do you like that kind of story ?' he inquired. 

* I like plots about real life best,' she said. * Don't 
youP 

He found this an exposition of the keenest literary 
sympathies, and regarded her adoringly. She preferred 
analysis to adventure, and realism to romance. What 
work he might accomplish, inspired by the companion- 
ship of such a girl ! 

* Wherever have you been, Cynthia? We thought 
you were lost,' he heard Mrs. Walford say discordantly, 
and the next moment the party was united. 

* It's where have ymi been, mamma, isn't it ?' 

* Well, I Uke that ! We didn't stop a minute ; I 
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made certain you saw us get up. WeVe been himting 
for you everywhere. Mr. Turquand and I have been 
out here ever so long, haven't we, Mr. Turquand? 
Looking at the moon, too, if you want to know, and 
— ^hee, hee, hee ! — ^talking sentiment.' 

Turquand, who was staring at Kent, allowed an 
eyelid to droop for an instant at the conclusion, and 
the latter stroked his moustache and smiled. 

* Such a time weVe been having, all by ourselves !' she 
persisted uproariously. *Mr. Kent, are you shocked? 
Oh, Fve shocked Mr. Kent ! He'll always remember it 
— I can see it in his face.' 

' I shall always remember t/ou, Mrs. Walford,' he said, 
trjdng to make the enforced fatuity sound graceful. 

* We were left by oiu'selves, and we had to get on as 
we could,' she cried. * Hadn't we, Mr. Turquand ? I 
say we had to amuse ourselves as we could. Now 
Cynthia's glowering at me. Oh — ^hee, hee, hee ! — ^you 
two young people are too respectable for us. We don't 
ask any questions, but — ^but I dare say Mr. Turquand 
and I aren't the orih/ ones — ^hee, hee, hee ! — ^who have 
been ^ looking at the moon." ' 
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^ Shall we find chairs again ?^ said Kent quickly, per- 
ceiving the frown that darkened the girPs brow. * It's 
rather an awkward spot to stand still, isn'^t it ?' 

She agreed that it was, and a waiter brought them 
ices, and Mrs. Walford was giddy over a liqueiu-. They 
remained at the table mitil the ladies asserted it was 
time to return to their hotel. Parting fix)m them at 
its gates, the two men turned away together. Both felt 
in their pockets, filled their pipes, and, smoking silently, 
drifted through the rugged little streets, back to the 
caf(^ where they had had their conversation after dinner. 

* " Thank you for a very pleasant evening,'' ' said 
Turquand, breaking a long pause. 

It was the only criticism he permitted himself, and 
Kent did not care to inquire if it was to be regarded 
as ironical. 



CHAPTER m. 

After his &iend^s departure, the mother and daughter 
became the pivot round which the author's movements 
revolved. Primarily his own companionship and the 
novelty of Dieppe had been enough ; but now he found 
it dreary to roam about the harbour, or sit sipping 
mazagrins, alone. Reviewing the weeks before Turquand 
joined him, he wondered what he had done with himself 
in various hours of the day, and soUtude hung so un- 
familiarly on his hands that Miss Walford'*s society was 
indispensable. 

Soon after the matutinal chocolate, he accompanied 
the ladies to the Casino, and spent the morning beside 
them under the awning. Mrs. Walford did not bathe : 
while people could have comfortable baths in the vicinity 
of their toilet-tables, she considered the recourse to tents 
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and the sea was making an imnecessaiy confidence — 
and she disliked Cynthia to do so, ^ with a lot of French- 
men in the water.' Whether it was their sex, or only 
their nationality, that was the objection was not clear. 
She usually destroyed a novel while Mr. Kent and her 
daughter conversed. Considering the speed with which 
she read it, indeed, it was constant food for astonishment 
to him that she could contrive to do a book so much 
damage. In the evening they strolled out again, and 
but for the afternoon he would have had small cause for 
complaint. Even this gained a spice of excitement, 
however, from the fact that it was uncertain how long 
Miss Walford'*s siesta would last, and there was always 
the chance, as he lounged about the hotel, smoking to 
support the tedium, that a door would open and cause 
heart-leaps, 

Mrs. Walford declared that the visit to Arques would 
be *very jolly,' and the excursion was made about a 
week later. Kent found the girPs concurrence in his 
enthusiasm as pretty as he had promised himself it 
would be, and when they had escaped from the in- 
formation of the gardien, and wandered where they 
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chose to go, the chaperon was the only blot upon per* 
fection. 

Perhaps she realized the mfluence of the scene, though 
her choice of adjectives was not happy, for the explora- 
tions fatigued her before long, and, since the others 
were so indefatigable, they might continue them while 
she sat down. 

It was, as Kent had said, intensely still. The prac* 
ti(5al obtrudmg itself for a moment, he thought how 
blessed it would be to work here, where doors could 
never slam and the yells of children were unknown. 
They mounted a hillock, and looked across the endless 
landscape silently. In the dungeons under their feet 
lay dead men^s bones, but such facts concerned him 
little now. Far away some cattle — or were they deer ? 
— ^browsed sleepily under the ponderous trees. Of what 
consequence if they were cattle or deer ? Still further, 
where the blue sky dipped and the woodland rose, a 
line of light glinted like water. Perhaps it was water, 
and if not, what matter? It was the Kingdom of 
Imagination ; deer, water, fame, or love — ^the Earth was 
whatever he pleased ! Among the crumbling walls the 
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girPs frock fluttered charmingly ; his eyes left the land* 
scape and sought her face. 

* It is divine !' she said. 

He did not disguise from himself that life without 
her would be unendurable. 

' I knew it would please you,' he said unsteadily. 

She again regarded the questionable cattle ; his tone 
had said much more. 

Kent stood beside her in a pause in which he believed 
he struggled. He felt that she was unattainable ; but 
there was an intoxication in the moment he was not 
strong enough to resist. He touched her hand, and, 
his heart pounding, met her gaze as she tinned. 

* Cynthia,** he said in his throat. The colour left her 
cheeks, and her head drooped. *Are you angry with 
me ?** She was eminently graceful in the attitude. * I 
love you,' he said — ^I love you. What shall I say 
besides ? I love you.' 

She looked slowly up, and blinded him with a smile. 
Its newness jumped and quivered through his nerves. 

* C3mthia ! Can you care for me ?' 

* Perhaps,' she whispered. 
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He was alone with her in Elysium ; Adam and Eve 
were not more secure from human observation when 
they kissed under the apple-tree. He drew nearer to 
her — ^her eyes permitted. In a miracle he had clasped 
a goddess, and he would not have been aware of it if 
all the pins of Birmmgham had been concealed about 
her toilette to protest. 

Presently she said : 

* We must go back to mamma !' 

He had forgotten she had one, and the recollection 
was a descent. 

' What will she say ?' he asked. * Fm not a millionaire^ 
dearest ; I am afraid she wotf t be pleased.** 

* I will tell her when we get home. Oh, mamma likes 
youT 

* And you have a father ?^ he added, feeling vaguely 
that the ideal marriage would be one between orphans, 
whose surviving relatives were abroad and afraid of 
a voyage. *Do you think they will give you to 
me?' 

. * After I have spoken to them,'' she said deliciously. 
* Yes— oh, they will be nice, I am sure, Mr. Kent ! , . . 
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There, then ! But one can'*t shorten it, and it sounds a 
disagreeable sort of person.' 

* Not as you said it.' 

* It was very wrong of you to make me say it so soon. 
Are you a t3rrant? . . . We must really go back to 
mamma !' 

* Did you know I was fond of you ?' asked Kent. 
^ I — wondered.** 

*Whyr 

* Why did I wonder ?' 

* Yes." 

* I dotf t know.** 

* No ; tell me ! Was it because — ^you liked me ?' 

* You are vain enough already.** 

* Haven't I an excuse for vanity ? 
'Ami? 
Language failed him. 

* Tell me why you wondered,** he begged. 

* Because You are wickedly persistent !** 

* I am everything that is awfiil. Cynthia ?' 
•Yes?' 

* Because you liked me T 

VOL. I. 3 
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' Perhaps ; the weeniest scrap in the world. Oh, you 
aare horrid ! What things you make me say ! And we 
are only just '' 

* Engaged ! It's a glorious word ; don't be afraid 

of it; 

* I shall be afraid of ycni in a minute. How do you 
think of your — your proposals in your books ?** 

* I have only written one book.' 

^Did you make it up? He didn't talk as you talk 
lomeT 

* He wasn't so madly in love with her.^ 
' But he said the very sweetest things !' 
' That's why.' 

* You are horrid !' she declared again. ' I don't know 
what you mean a bit . . . Mr. Kent '' 

^WhoisA^r 

* Humphrey !' 

* Yes — sweetheart T 

*Now you've put it out of my head.' She laughed 
softly. * I was going to say something.' 

* Let me look at you till you think what it was.' 

* Perhaps that wouldn't help me.' 
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* Oh, you are an angel !** he exclaimed. * Cynthia, we 
shall always remember Arques ?' 

She breathed assent. *Was this Joan of Arc's 
Arques ? 

' No— Noah's.' 

* Whose r she said. 
He smiled. 

* Not the Maid of Orleans' ; it is spelt differently, 
besides.' 

* I believe you're being silly,' she said, in a puzzled 
tone. * I don't understand. Oh, we must go back to 
mamma ; she'll think we're lost !' 

Mrs. Walford did not evince any signs of perturba- 
tion, however, when they rejoined her, nor did she ask 
for particulars of what they had seen. She seemed to 
think it likely they might not feel talkative. She said 
she had * enjoyed it all immensely,' sitting there in the 
shade, and that the gardien, who had come back to 
her, had imparted the most romantic facts about the 
chateau. Upon some of them she was convinced that 
Mr. Kent could easily write an historical novel, which 
she was sure would be deeply interesting, though she 
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never read historical novels herself. Had Mr. Kent 
and Cynthia any idea of the quantity of pippins 
grown in the immediate neighbourhood every summer ? 
The gardien had told her that too. No; it had 
nothing to do with the chateau ; but it was simply 
extraordinary, and the bulk of the fruit was converted 
into cider, and the peasantry obtained it quite for 
nothing, which was a perfect godsend for them when 
they could not afford the wine, and she had no doubt 
much more wholesome besides, though, personally, she 
had only tasted cider once, and then it had made her ilL 
They drove back down the dusty hill listening to her* 
The girl spoke scarcely at all, and the onus of appearing 
entertained devolved upon Kent opposite. When the 
fly deposited them at the hotel door at last, he drew a 
sigh in which relief and apprehension were blended* 
Cynthia followed her mother upstairs, and he caught a 
glance from her, and smiled his gratitude; but he 

questioned inwardly what would be the upshot of the 
announcement she was about to make. He perceived 
with some amusement that he was on the verge of an 
experience of whose terrors he had often read without 
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realizing them. He was a candidate for a young lady'*s 
hand. Yes; it made one nervous. He asked himself 
for the twentieth time in the past few days if he had 
been mistaken in supposing Mrs. Walford over-esti- 
mated his eligibility ; perhaps he was no worse off than 
she thought him. But even then he quaked, for he 
had seen too little society since he was a boy to be 
versed in such matters, and he was by no means ready 
to make an affidavit that she had extended him 
encouragement. 

A signal at the entrance to the dining-room was 
exciting but obscure, and there was no opportimity for 
inquiries before the ladies took their seats. He anathe- 
matized an ^pergne which to-night seemed more than 
usually obstructive. Cynthia was in white. He did 
not recollect having seen her in the gown before, and 
the glimpse of her queenliness shook him. No mother 
would accord him so peerless a treasure — ^he had been 
mad! 

It was interminable, this procession of courses, 
relieved by glances at a profile down the table. His 
mouth was dry, and he ordered champagne to raise his 
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pluck. It heated him, without steadying his nerves. 
The room was like a Turkish bath ; yet the curve of 
cheek he descried was as pale as the corsage. How 
could she manage it? He himself was bedewed with 
perspiration. 

He could wait no longer. He went on to the 
veranda and lit a cigar. He saw Mrs. Walford come 
out, and, dropping it, rose to meet her. She was alone. 
Where was Cynthia ? Seeking him ? or was her 
absence designed ? 

*I hope our excursion hasn'^t tired you, Mrs. 
Walford ?' 

* Oh dear no,^ she assured him. She hesitated, but 
her manner was blithesome. His courage moimted. 

* Shall we take a turn ?' she suggested. 

* Mrs. Walford, your daughter has told you what I 

• • . of our conversation this afternoon, perhaps? I 
havetft many pretensions, but I am devoted to her — 
she is good enough to care a little for me. Will you 
give her to me, and let me spend my life in making her 
happy?' 

She made a gesture of sudden artlessness. 
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*I was perfectly astonished!' she exclaimed. *To 
tell you the truth, Mr. Kent, I was perfectly dum- 
founded when Cynthia spoke to me. I hadn't an idea 
of it. I — er — ^I don't know whether Fm particularly 
obtuse in these affairs — ^hee ! hee ! hee ! — but I hadn't a 
suspicion !' 

* But you do not refuse your consent ?' he begged. 
* You do not disapprove ?' 

She waved her hands about afresh, and went on 
jerkily, with a wide, fixed smile : 

* I never was more astoimded in my life. Of course, 
I — er — ^from what we've seen of you . . . most desirable — 
most desirable in many ways. At the same time — er — 
Cynthia's a delicate girl ; she has always been used to 
every luxury. So few young men are really in a posi- 
tion to justify their marrying.' 

* My position is this,' he said. * Fve my profession, 
and a little money — ^not much; a thousand pounds, 
left me by a relative last year. Assisted by that money, 
I reckon that my profession would certainly enable us 
to live in a comfortable fashion until I could support a 
wife by my pen alone.' Her jaw dropped. He felt it 
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before he turned, and shivered. * Fm a&aid you do not 
think it very excellent ?' he murmured. 
She was breathing agitatedly. 

* It . • . I must say — er — I fear her father would never 

sanction Oh no; I am sure. It is out of the 

question.** 

^ A man may keep a wife on less, Mrs. Walford, 
without her suffering. My God ! if I thought that 
Cynthia would ever know privation or distress, do you 
suppose I would "* 

^ A wife !' she said, * a wife ! My dear Mr. Kent, a 
man must be prepared to provide for a family as well. 
Have you — er — any expectations ?^ 

* I expect to succeed,' said Kent ; ^ Fve the right to 
expect it. No others.** 

* May I ask how much your profession brings you in P 
^ I sold my novel for a hundred pounds,' he answered. 

* It was my first,' he added, as he heard her gasp ; ^ it 
was my first . . . Mrs. Walford, I love her. At least 
think it over. Let me speak to her again ; let me cisk 
her if she is afraid. Dotft refiise to consider.** 

The pain in his voice was not without an effect on 
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her disgust. She was mercenary, though she did not 
know it; she was not good-natured, though she had 
good impulses; she was ludicrously artificial; but she 
was a woman, and he was a young man. She did not 
think of her own courtship, for she had only been 
sentimental when her parents approved — she had not 
* married for money ,^ but her heart had been provi- 
dentially warmed towards the one yoimg gentleman 
of her acquaintance who was * comfortably off,'' She 
thought, however, of Cynthia, who had displayed con- 
siderable feeling in the bedroom an hour ago. 

^ I must write to her father,^ she said, in a worried 
voice. *I really can''t promise you anything; I am 
very vexed at this sort of thing going on without my 
knowledge — very vexed. I shall write to her father 
to-night. I must ask you to consider the whole matter 
entirely indefinite imtil he comes. Immense responsi- 
bility . . . immense ! I can''t say any more, Mr. Kent.' 

She left him on the veranda, and re-entered the house. 
His sensation was that she had shattered the world 
about him, and that a weighty portion of the ruin was 
lying on his chest. 



CHAPTER IV. 

When Sam Walford ran over to Dieppe, in obedience 
to his wife^s summons, he said : 

* Well, what^s this dam nonsense, Louisa, eh ? There's 
nothing in this, you know — ^this won'^t do."* 

* Cynthia is very cut up,"* she averred ; ^ you had better 
tell her so. Fm sure I wish we had waited, and gone to 
Brighton instead. ... A lot of bother."* 

* An author,' he said, with amusement ; * what do you 
do with authors ? You do " find 'em,'' my dear !' 

^ I don't know what you mean,' she retimied tartly- 
* I can't help a young man taking a fancy tocher, can I ? 
K you're so clever, it's a pity you didn't stop here with 
her yourself. If you don't think it's good enough, you 
must say so, and finish the matter, that's all. You're 
her father.' 
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* ril talk to her,^ he declared. * Where is she now ? 
Let us go and see. And whereas Mr. — ^what d'ye call 
him ? whafs he like ?** 

^Mr. Kent. He is a very nice fellow. If he had 
been in a different position, it would have been most 
satisfactory. There'^s no doubt he's very clever — ^highly 
talented — the newspapers are most complimentary to 
him. And — er — of course a novelist is socially — er — 
he has a certain ' 

* Dam it ! he can't keep a family on compliments, can 
he ? I suppose he's a bull of himself, eh ? Thinks he 
ought to be snapped at ?' 

* Nothing of the sort ; you always jump to such 
extraordinary conclusions,' she said. * He is a perfect 
gentleman, and proposed for her beautifully. After all,, 
there aren't many young men who've got so much as a 
thousand poimds in ready money.' 

*But he isn't making anything, you tell me,' objected 
Mr. Walford ; ^ they'll eat up a thousand pounds before 
they know where they are, . . . He wouldn't expect 
anything with her, I suppose ?' 

She shook her head violently. 
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* No earthly occasion. Oh dear no !** 

* Let me go and see Cynthia,' he said again. ^ It's a 
funny thing a girl like that hasn't ever had a good offer 
— ^upon my soul it is !' 

*You ask home such twopenny-halfpenny men,' 
retorted his wife. ^She is in her room; I'll let her 
know you're here.' 

Cynthia was ^cut up.' She liked Humphrey Kent 
very much — and everything is relative : she felt herself 
a Juliet. She considered it very imkind of mamma to 
oppose their marriage, and said as much to her father, 
with tears on her lashes and pathetic little sobs. Sam 
Walford was sorry for her ; his affection for his children 
was his best attribute. He said ^ Dam it !' several times 
more, and then patted her on the cheek, and told her 
not to cry, and went out on the Plage to commune with 
tobacco. 

After his cigar, he explored for a coiffeur's — ^there is 
a very excellent one in Dieppe ; and he was shaved — an 
operation which freshened him extremely — and had his 
thin. hair anointed with various liquids of agreeable 
fragrance and most attractive hues, and submitted his 
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moustache to the curling-irons. The French barber 
will play with you nearly as long as the American, and 
when Mr. Walford had acquired a carnation for his 
buttonhole, and sipped a vermouth over the pages of 
GU Blas^ it was time to think of returning to the 
hotel. A pretty woman, who had looked so demure 
in approaching that the impropriety was a sensation, 
lifted her eyes to him, and smiled as she passed. He 
momentarily hesitated, but remembered it was near the 
dinner-hour, and that he was a father with a daughter's 
love-affair upon his hands. But he re-entered the hotel 
in a good humour. 

Cynthia went to bed radiantly happy that night, and 
kissed a bundle of lilies that had cost fifty &ancs, for 
the Capulets had relented. 

The two men had had a long conversation on the 
terrace over their coffee, and the senior, who was favour- 
ably impressed, had ended by being jovial, and calling 
Kent * my boy,' and smacking him on the shoulder. 

Nor was Mrs. Walford displeased by the decision, 
since it could never be said that she had advocated it. 
* My daughter's fiance, Mr. Kent, the novelist, you 
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know/ sounded very well, and she foresaw herself ex- 
patiating on his importance, and determined what his 
income would be in her confidences with intimate friends. 
Really, if the house were nice, he might be making 
anything she liked — ^who could dispute her assertions ? 

The Capulets had relented, and the sim shone — 
especially in Paris, where Kent went in haste to procure 
the engagement-ring, and the thirsty trees were shudder- 
ing in the glare, and the asphalt steamed. But he could 
not wait, although the stay in Dieppe was drawing to a 
close now, and they would all be back in London soon. 
It seemed to him that it would be as the signing of the 
agreement when Cynthia put her finger through his 
ring; and he was resolved that it should be a better 
one than any of those her mother wore with such com- 
placence. Poor devil of an author though he was, her 
acquaintances should not tell that Cynthia was marrying 
badly by the very emblem of his devotion ! 

In the Rue de la Paix he spent upwards of an hour 
scrutinizing all the jewellers'* windows before he per- 
mitted himself to enter a shop. He chose finally a 
pearl and diamonds-M)ne big white pearl, and a diamond 
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flashing on either side of it. It was in a pale blue velvet 
case, lined with white satin. He was satisfied with his 
purchase, and so was the salesman. 

Cynthia^s flush of delight as he disclosed it repaid 
him superabundantly, and when the girl proudly dis- 
played it to them, it was gratifying to observe her 
parents^ surprise. The expressions of admiration into 
which Mrs. Walford broke were fervent, and she felt 
instantaneously she could increase the income she had 
decided he should possess by fully a third, in view of so 
magnificent a substantiation of her truthfulness. 

His days were now delicious to Kent. A magic haze 
enwrapped their stereotyped incidents, so that the terrace 
of the Casino, the veranda of the hotel. Nature, and the 
polyglot lounging crowd itself, were all beatified. They 
were as familiar things viewed in a charming dream — 
'the pleasant fields traversed so oft,"* which were still 
more pleasant as they appeared to the sleeping soldier. 
A tenderness overflowing from his own emotions was 
diflused over the scenes, an^ he found it almost impos- 
sible to realize sometimes that the goddess beside him, 
who had been so imapproachable a month ago, was 



48 A DAUGHTER OF THE PHH^ISTINES 

ax^tually going to belong to him directly. It dazzled 
him, and seemed incredible. 

He had once sat down in the salon de lecture with 
the intention of apprising Turquand of his felicity; 
but the knowledge that the news he had to give entailed 
a defence, if he did not wish to write formally, had 
resulted in his destroying the preparatory lines he had 
achieved. Delicacy demanded that he should excuse 
his action by word of mouth if excuses were required 
at all. To do such a thing in permanent pen-strokes 
looked to him profanation of an angel, and an insult to 
the bounty of God. 

Mr. Walford was unable to remain in Dieppe so long 
as the day fixed for the others^ retimi; nor, he said 
genially, was there any occasion for him to put himself 
out now that he had a prospective son-in-law to take 
his place. Humphrey was well content. He under- 
stood that the elder lady was a bad sailor, and clung 
obstinately to the saloon, while Cynthia found the 
passage enjoyable, and he anticipated several golden 
hours to which the paternal presence would have proved 
alloy. 
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He was not disappointed. Sustained by Heidsieck 
and the stewardess, Mrs. Walford stayed below, as usual, 
and he tasted the responsibility of having the girl in 
his charge. He let the flavour dissolve on his palate 
slowly. It was as if they were already on the honey- 
moon, he thought, as they paced the deck together, or 
he made her comfortable in a chair, and brought her 
strawberries, and watched her eat them with amused 
interest, vaguely conscious that he found it wonderful 
to see her mouth imclose, and a delicate forefinger and 
thumb get pinky. 

* You are sure you have the address right ? she asked 
once. * Humphrey, fancy if you lost it, and could 
never find us again after we said " Good-bye ^ to-day ! 
Wouldn't it be awful ?' 

* Awful,' he assented, smiling. 

*Such a thing might happen,' she declared. *You 
try and try your hardest to remember where we told 
you we lived, but you can't. It is terrible ! You go 
mad "* 

* Or to a post-ofiice,' he said. 
She laughed gaily* 

VOL. I. 4 
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* How could you write to me when you're! forgotten 
the address? You Joolish fellow! There, / was 
brighter than you that time.** 

He felt it would be prolix to explain that he was 
thinking of a directory, and not of stamps. 

* Come, after that, I must really hear if youVe learnt 
your lesson. What is it ? Quick !' 

* You live in one of the seventy-seven thousand three 
hundred and forty-nine houses in the suburbs that are 
called The Hawthorns,^ he said. *You would have 
called it The Cedars, only that name was appro- 
priated by the house next door. I take the train to 
Streatham Hill — I must be very particular to say 
" Hill,^^ or catastrophes will happen. To begin with, 
I shall lose an hour of your society '^ 

* And dinner— dinner will certainly be over.' 

* Dinner will certainly be over. When I come out, I 
timi to the right, pass the estate agent's, take the first 
to the left, and recollect that Fm looking for a bow- 
window and a white balcony, and a fence which makes 
it impossible to see them. Do I know it ?' 

* Not impossible. But — ^yes, Fll trust you.' 
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He parted from the ladies at Victoria, and, getting 
into a hansom, gave himself up to reflection. The 
rooms he shared with Turquand were in the convenient, 
if unfashionable, neighbourhood of Soho, and an all- 
pervading odour of jam reminded him presently that 
he was nearing his destination. He was not sure of 
finding Turquand in at this hour. He opened the door 
with his latchkey, and, dragging his portmanteaus into 
the passage, ran upstairs. The journalist, in his shirt- 
sleeves, was reading an evening paper, with his slippered 
feet crossed upon the window-sill. 
^ Hallo !' he said ; ^ youVe got back ?* 
^ Yes,^ said Humphrey. * How the jam smells !* 

* It^s raspberry to-day, Fve decided the raspberry's 
the most penetrating. How are you ?** 

* Dry, and himgry too. Is there anything to drink 
in the place ?* 

^ There'^s a very fine brand of water on the landing, 
and there's the remainder of a roll, extra sec, in the 
cupboard, I believe. I finished the whisky last night. 
We can go and have some dinner at the Suisse. Madame 
is " desolee ^ ; she's asked after you most tenderly.' 
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^ Good old Madame ! And her moustache ?^ 

* More luxuriant.^ 

There was a pause, in which Humphrey considered 
how best to impart his tidings. The other shifted his 
feet, and contemplated the smoke-dried wall — ^the only 
view from the window attainable. Kent stared at him. 
It was displayed to him clearly for the first time that 
his marriage would mean severance from Turquand^ 
and the Restaurant Suisse, and all that had been his 
life hitherto, and that Turquand might feel it more 
sorely than he expressed. He was sorry for Turquand. 
He loimged over to the mantelpiece, and dipped his hand 
in the familiar tobacco-jar, and filled a pipe before he 
spoke. 

*Well,' he said, with an elaborate effort to soimd 
careless, ^I suppose you'*ll hardly be astonished, old 
chap — I am engaged.^ 



CHAPTER V. 

Tdequand did not answer immediately. 

*No,' he rejoined at last; ^Fm not astonished. 
Nothing could astonish me but good news. When is 
the event to take place ?' 

* That's not settled. Soon. . . . We shall always be 
pals, Turk P 

* ril come and see you sometimes — oh yes. Father 
consented ?' 

^ Things are quite smooth all roimd^' 
' BPmph r 

He looked hard at the wall and pulled his beard. 
^You said it would happen, didn't you? I didn't 
see a glimmer of a possibility myself.' 

* Love's blind, you know.' 

* You said, too, it — er — ^it wouldn't be altogether a 
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wise step. You^ll change your mind about that one 
day, Turk.' 

* Hope so,' said Turquand. ^ Gan't to-night/ 
^ You still believe I shall regret it ?' 

* What need is there to discuss it now ?' 
' Why shouldn't we T 

* Why should we ? Why argue with a chap whether 
the ice will bear after he has made a hole in it ?' 

^We shan't be extravagant, and I shall work like 
blazes. Fve a plot simmering already.' 
' Happy ending this time ?' 

* I don't quite see it to be consistent ; no.' 

' You must manage it. They like happy endings, 
consistent or not.' 

* Damn it, I mean to be true ! I worCt sell my birth- 
right for a third edition! I shall work like blazes, 
and we shall live quite quietly somewhere in a little 
house '' 

* That's impossible,' said Turquand. ^ You may live 
in a little house, or you may live quietly, but you can't 
do both things simultaneously.' 

*In the suburbs — ^in Streatham, probably. Her 
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people live in Streatham, and of course she would like 
to be near them.** 

* And you will have a general servant, eh, with large 
and fieiy hands— Uke Cornelia downstairs ? Only she 
will look worse than Cornelia, because your wife will 
dress her up in muslins and streamers, and try to dis- 
guise the generality, K you work in the front of your 
pretty Uttle house, your nervous system will be shattered 
by the shrieks of your neighbours' children swinging on 
the gates — ^forty-poimd-a-year houses in the suburbs 
are infested with children; nothing seems to exter- 
minate them, and the inevitable gates groan like souls 
in hell — and if you choose the back, you'll be assisted 
by the arrival of the joint, and the vegetables, and the 
slap of the milk-cans, and Cornelia the Second's alter- 
cations with the errand-boys. A general servant with 
a tin pail alone is warranted to make herself heard for 
eleven hundred and sixty yards.' 

*Life hasn't made an optimist of you,' observed 
Kent, less cheerfully, Hhat you talk about "happy 
endings." ' 

*The optimist is like the poet — ^he's bom, he isvCt 
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made. Speaking of life, I suppose youll assure yours 
when you many T 

^ Yes,^ said Kent meditatively ; * yes, that^s a good 
idea. I shall. . . . But your suggestions are none too 
exhilarating,^ he added ; * let's go to dinner.** 

The sub-editor put on his jacket and sought his 
boots. 

*rm ready,' he affirmed. ^By the way, I never 
thought to inquire. Mrs. Walford hasn't a large 
family, has she ?' 

* A son as well, that's all. Why ?' 

* I congratulate you,' said Turquand ; it was the first 
time the word had passed his lips. * It's a truism to 
say a man should never marry anybody ; but if he must 
blimder with someone, let him choose an only child, if 
possible. Marrying into a large family's more expensive 
still. His wife has for ever got a sister having a wedding, 
or a christening, or a birthday, and wanting a present ; 
or a brother asking for a loan, or dying, and plimging 
her into costly crape. Yes, I congratulate you.' 

Humphrey did not express any thanks, and he deter- 
mined that his engagement was a subject he would 
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avoid as much as he could in their conversations together 
henceforward. 

He was due at The Hawthorns the following after- 
noon at five o^clock, and his impatience to see the girl 
again was intensified by the knowledge that he was 
«bout to see her in her home. The day was tedious. 
In the morning it was showeiy, and he was chagrined 
to think that he was doomed to enter the drawing-room 
in muddy shoes ; but after limch the sky cleared, and 
when he reached Victoria the pavements were dry. 
The train started late, and travelled slowly; but he 
heard a porter bawling * Stretta Mill !' on the welcome 
platform at last, and, making the station^s acquaintance 
with affectionate eyes, he hastened up the steps, and in 
the direction of the house. 

He was prepossessed by its exterior, and his anticipa- 
tions were confirmed on entering the hall. 

Mrs. Walford was in the garden, he was told, and the 
parlourmcdd conducted him there. It was an extremely 
charming garden. It was well designed, and it had a 
cedar and a tennis-court, which was pleasant to look at, 
^though tennis was not an accomplishment his life had 
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furnished opportunities for mastering ; and it contained 
a tea-table imder the cedar'^s boughs, and Cynthia in a 
deck-chair and a ravishing frock. 

He was welcomed with effiision, and presented his 
bon-bons. Mr. Walford, already returned from town, 
waa quite parental in his greeting. Tea was very nice 
and EngUsh in the cedar^s shade and Cynthia^s presence. 
It was very nice, too, to be made so much of under the 
circumstances. Really they were very delightful people ! 

The son was in Grermany, he learnt. 

* We could have given you a treat else, my boy,' ex- 
claimed the stockjobber, *if you are fond of music. 
You will hear a voice when he comes back. That's 
luck for a fellow, to be bom with an organ Uke Caesar's ! 
He'll be making five himdred a week in twelve months. 
I tell you it's wonderftil.' 

<"Five himdred a week"!' echoed Mrs. Walford. 
* He'll be getting more than five himdred a week, I hope, 
before long. They get two or three hundred a night — 
not voices as fine as Caesar's — and won't go on the stage 
till they have had their money, either. You talk such 
nonsense, Sam . . . absurd !' 
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* I said " in twelve months,^ ' murmured her husband 
deprecatingly. * I said " m twelve months,^ my dear.* 
He turned to Kent, and added confidentially, ^ There 
isn^t a bass in existence to compare with him. Youll 
say so when you hear. Ah, let me introduce you to 
another member of the family — my wife's sister.' 

Kent saw that they had been joined by a spare Uttle 
woman with a thin, pursed mouth and a nose sUghtly 
pink. She was evidently a mcdden lady, and his hostess's 
senior. Her tones were tart, and when she said she 
was pleased to meet him, he permitted himself no 
illusion that she spoke the truth. 

Miss Wix, as a matter of fact, was not particularly 
pleased to meet anybody. She Uved with the Walfords 
because she had no means of her own, and it was 
essential for her to live somewhere; but she accepted 
her dependence with mental indignation, and fate had 
soured her. Under a chilly demeanour she often binned 
secretly with the consciousness that she was not wanted, 
and the knowledge found expression at long intervals in 
an emotional outbreak, in which she quarrelled with 
Louisa violently, and proclaimed an immediate inten- 
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tion of ^ taking a situation.'* What kind of situation 
she thought she was competent to fill nobody attempted 
to conjecture, neither did the * threat' ever impose on 
anyone, nor did she take more than a preliminary step 
towards fulfilling it. She nursed the * Wanted ' columns 
of the Telegraph ostentatiously for a day or two, and 
waited for the olive-branch. The household were aware 
she must be persuaded to forgive them, and she always 
was, and relapsed into the acidulated person, in whom 
hysteria looked impossible, again. But the outbreak 
would be repeated a year or so later, and she then 
threatened to ^take a situation' quite as vehemently 
as before. 

* Tea, Aunt Emily ?' 

* Yes, please, if it hasn't got cold.' 

Humphrey bore it to her. She stirred the cup 
briskly, and eyed him with critical disfavour. 

* Fve read your book, Mr. Kent.' 

* Oh,' he responded, as she did not say any more. 
* Have you, Miss Wix ?' 

* Very good, Fm siu^,' she brought out, after a further 
silence. He would not have imagined the simple words 
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could convey so clearly that she thought it very small 
beer indeed. *I suppose you're in the middle of 
another P 

* No,' he replied, ^ not yet.' 

* Really r 

She obviously considered that he ought to be. 

* You should call her " aimt," ' exclaimed Sam Walford. 
* You'll have to call her " Aunt Emily." We don't go 
in for formality, you'll find, my boy. ' Rough diamonds ! 
Take us or leave us as what we are — eh, Emily ?' 

* Perhaps Mr. Kent thinks it would be rather pre- 
mature,' suggested Miss Wix. 

He talked to Cynthia. 

Fruit and fowls might be admired if he liked, and 
she and papa took him on a tour of inspection. There 
were moments when he was alone with Cynthia, while 
her father discovered that there were not any eggs. 

* He is very good-looking,' said Mrs. Walford ; * don't 
you think so ?' 

^I can't say he struck me as being remarkable for 
beauty,' said the spinster. 

^I did not say he was "remarkable for beauty," but 
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he has — er— distinction — decided distinction. Fm sur- 
prised you dotf t see it. And he has very fine eyes.' 

^ His eyes won't give 'em any carriage-and-pair,' opined 
Miss Wix. ^ / used to have fine eyes, my dear, but Fve 
stared at hard times so long.' 

* I don't know where the " hard times " come in, Fm 
sure,' replied Mrs. Walford sharply. * And he wanted 
to give her a carriage directly they married, but Sam's 
forbidden it.' 

The maiden sniffed. 

* He is most modest for his position. I tell you, he 

was chased in Dieppe ; the women ran after him. A 
Baroness in the hotel positively threw her daughter at 
his head. . . . He wouldn't look at anybody but 
Cynthia. . . . The Baroness was miserable the day the 
engagement was known.' 

* Cynthia should be very proud,' returned her sister 
dryly. 

* Oh, of coin^e the girl is making a wonderful match 
' — ^no doubt about it ! He sold his novel for an extra- 
ordinary sum — quite extraordinary ! — and the publishers 
have implored him to let them have another at his own 
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terms ; I saw the telegrams. . • . Astonishing position 
for such a yomig man !' 

' Shea's very lucky !' 

' She^s a very taking girl. Her smile is so sweet, and 
her teeth are quite perfect.' 

*She was in luck to meet such a "catch" — some 
people didn't have the opportunity. ... I once had a 
beautiful set of teeth,' added Miss Wix morosely ; * but 
you can't pick rich husbands off gooseberry-bushes.' 

On the white balcony^ after dinner, Kent begged 
Cynthia to fix the wedding-day. After she had named 
one in May, it was agreed that, subject to her parents' 
approval, they should be married two months hence. 
He made his way to the station about eleven, with a 
flower in his coat and rapture in his soul. 

The first weeks of the period were interminable. 

He went to The Hawthorns daily, and Mrs. Walford 
was so good as to look about for a house for them in 
the neighbourhood. He was in love, but he was not a 
fool; he was determined that he would not cripple 
himself at the outset by assiuning unjustifiable respon- 
sibilities, and in conference with the fiancee he intimated 
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that it would be preposterous for them to think of 
paying a higher rent than fifky pounds. Cynthia was 
a little disappointed, for mamma had just seen a 
villa at sixty-five that was a picturesque duck. He 
strangled an impulse to say, ^Well take it,' and re- 
peated that as soon as their circumstances brightened 
they could remove. She did not argue the point, 
though the rara avis evidently allured her, and Kent 
felt her acquiescence to be very gracious, and trusted 
she did not consider him mean. 

If he was resolved to avoid burdening himself with a 
heavy rental, however, he was not deeply concerned 
about the extent of the outlay made on furniture. As 
Mrs. Walford pointed out, the things would always be 
there, and once they were bought, they were bought. 
In her company they visited the Tottenham Court 
Road every morning for a week, and this one sped more 
quickly to him than any yet. It was a foretaste of 
life with Cynthia to choose aimchairs, and etchings, 
and ornaments, and the rest, for their home together. 
They had now selected one at the desirable fifty pounds ; 
it was about ten minutes' walk from The Hawthorns, 
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a semi-detached erection in red brick, with nice wide 
windows, and electric bells, and rose-trees on either side 
of the tessellated path. They wanted to be able to 
drive up to it when they returned from the honey- 
moon and find it ready for them. Mrs. Walford would 
procure the kitchen utensils and engage a servant during 
their absence, and all they had to do themselves was to 
buy the articles of interest, and settle the wall-papers, 
and have little intermediate lunches, and go back to 
the shop, and sip tea while rolls of carpet were dis- 
played. It was great fim. 

The pictures in the catalogues, though, never seemed 
quite realized by the originals, and it was generally 
necessary to purchase something of a more expensive 
description than they had proposed. But, again, ^ once 
it was bought, it was bought.' The recollection was 
sustaining. If Kent felt blank when he contemplated 
the total of what they had spent, and remembered that 
the kitchen clamoured still, he reflected that to kiss 
Cynthia in such a jolly little manage would certainly 
be charming, and the girl averred ecstatically that the 
dessert-service * looked better than mamma'^s !' He esti- 
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mated that they could Uve with perfect comfort at the 
rate of two himdred and fifty per amium — ^for the first 
year, at all events, and by then he would have com- 
pleted a novel which, in view of the press notices he 
had obtained, he believed he could dispose of for quite 
as much. Even if he did not, there would be a sub- 
stantial sum remaining of his capital, and with the 

third book No, he had no cause for dismay, he 

thought ; and, indeed, he had not. 

They had decided upon Mentone for the wedding 
trip — a fortnight. It was quite enough, and they 
would rather be somewhere like that for a fortnight 
than in Bournemouth or Ventnor for a month. It 
would amoimt to the same thing pecuniarily, and be 
much more pleasant, 

*The morning after we come back, darling,^ said 
Kent, ^ I shall go straight to my desk after breakfast, 
and you know you'^ll see scarcely more of me till evening 
than if I were a business man, and had to go to the 
City.' 

^ Y-e-s,' concurred Cjmthia meekly. * Of course ; I 
understand.' 



CHAPTER VI. 

Mr. and Mrs. Walford's offering was to be a grand 
piano— or a semi-grand possibly, since the drawing- 
room was not extensive — ^and with a son being educated 
for the musical profession, it was natural they should 
wait till he returned before selecting it, so that they 
might have the advantage of his judgment. 

He was travelling on the Continent with Pincocca, 
the master imder whom he studied. On hearing of his 
sister^s engagement, he had at once despatched affec- 
tionate letters, and now he was expected home in two 
or three days to make Mr. Kent^s acquaintance, and 
tender his felicitations in person. 

The better Kent learnt to know the Walfords, the 
more clearly he perceived how inordinately proud they 
were of their son. Caesar'^s arrival and Caesar^s ap- 
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proaching d^ut were topics discussed with a frequency 
he found tedious. Even Cjmthia was so excited by the 
prospect of reunion that a tete-i-tete with her lost 
a little of its fascination, and he occasionally feared, if 
his prospective brother-in-law did not arrive without 
delay, he would have been bored into a cordial dislike 
for him by the time they met. He foresaw himself 
telling him so at a distant date, when they were inti- 
mate, and that they would joke over the matter 
together. Miss Wix alone appeared untainted by the 
prevailing enthusiasm, and the first ray of friendliness 
for the spinster of which he had been conscious was 
when he caught a glance of comprehension from her 
little eyes one afternoon after the subject had been dis- 
cussed energetically for upwards of half an hour. It 
struck him there was even a gleam of ironical humour 
in her gaze. 

* Enthralling, istft it?' she seemed to say. *What 
do you think of 'em ?' 

He said to Cjmthia later : 

* They do talk about your brother and his voice an 
awful lot, dearest, don't they ?* 
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She looked somewhat startled. 

* Well, I suppose we do,' she answered slowly, * now you 
point it out. But I didn't know. You see, ever since 
his voice was discovered, Caesar's been brought up for the 
profession. When youVe heard it, you'll understand.' 

* Is it really so magnificent ?' he asked respectfully, 

* Oh, Fm sure you'll say so. Signor Pincocca told 
mamma it would be a crime if she didn't let him study 
seriously for the career. And Caesar has been under 
him years since then. Pincocca says when he " comes 
out " people will rave about him. If he had only had 
just a ** fine voice," he would have gone on the Stock 
Exchange, you know, with papa ; but — ^but there could 
be no question about it with a gift like that.' 

Kent acknowledged it was natural that they should 
be profoundly interested by the young fellow's promise, 
and privately wished that a literary man could also leap 
into fame and fortune with his debut. 

The next afternoon when he reached The Hawthorns 
he heard that Caesar had already come — ^indeed, he had 
divined as much by Mrs. Walford's jubilant air in 
greeting. At the moment the traveller was not in the 
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room, however, and Cjmthia ran in haste to summon 
him. Humphrey awaited his entrance with consider- 
able curiosity, heightened by the fact that the mother 
kept looking towards the door as impatiently as a child 
towards the curtain that is to disclose the glories of a 
pantomime. 

*I don't know what is keeping him,' she said 
in her most staccato tones. *He went to fetch my 
book. Oh, he'll be here in a minute — or shall 
we go and look for him? Perhaps he is in the 
garden, and Cjmthia can't find him. What do you 
say?' 

^ Just as you please,' said Kent. 

But as he spoke the girl returned, to announce that 
her brother was following her, and the next moment 
there was an atmosphere of briUantme and tuberoses, 
and Humphrey found his finger-tips being gently pressed 
in a large, soft palm. 

* I am charmed !' said Caesar Walford with a sweet, 
lingering smile. * Charmed !' 

Kent saw a fat young man of six or seven and 
twenty, with an enormous chest development, and a 
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waist that suggested he wore stays, and was already 
wrestling with his figure. His hair, which had been 
grown long, was arranged on his forehead in a negligent 
curl, and his shirt-collar, low in the neck, lay back over 
a flowmg bow. 

* Fm very pleased to meet you,^ said the author with 
disgust. 

*I am charmed r repeated Caesar tenderly. ^It is 
quite a delight ! And it's you who are going to take 
Cjmthia away from us, eh ?' He glanced from one to 
the other, and shook a pla3rfiil forefinger. * You bad 
man ! . . . O wicked puss V 

Mrs. Walford viewed these ponderous antics beam- 
ingly. 

* There's grace P her expression cried. * There's 
dramatic gesture for you f 

Again Humphrey's gaze sought the sour spinster's, 
and — ^yes, her own was eloquent. 

He sipped his tea abstractedly. So this was the 
gifted being of whom he had heard so much — ^this 
dreadful creature who bulged out of his frock-coat, and 
minced, and posed, and was alternately frisky and 
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pompous. What a connection to have ! Was it 
possible his voice was so wonderful as they all declared, 
or would that be a disappointment too ? In any case, 
his self-complacence made a stranger sick. 

It was about two hours after dinner when the young 
man was begged to oblige the company, and Humphrey, 
who was now truly eager to hear him, feared for a long 
while that the persuasions would not succeed, for the 
coming bass objected in turn to Wagner and Verdi, and 
all the songs in his repertoire. He shrugged his 
shoulders pityingly at this one, had forgotten that, and 
was not equal this evening to a third. At length, how- 
ever, Cynthia rose, and declared that he should give 
them *Infelice.'' Emani was * intolerable,' but, since 
they would not let him alone, he crossed languidly to 
her side. 

A hush of suspense settled upon the long drawing- 
room. Sam Walford fixed Kent with a stare as if 
he meant to watch the admiration forming in him. 
Louisa, the hilarious and untruth&l, appeared to be 
experiencing some divine emotion even before the song 
began. Miss Wix closed her eyes, with her mouth 
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to one side. Then the young man languished at the 
gasalier, and roared. 

It was a marvellous roar. No one could dispute 
that he possessed a voice of really phenomenal power, 
if it were once conceded that it was a voice, in the 
musical sense, at all. It seemed as if he must burst 
his corsets, and shift the ftuniture — that the very 
ceiling itself must crack with the noise he sent up. 
The perspiration broke out on him, and rolled down 
his face as he writhed at the gas-globes. His large 
body was contorted with exertion, but he never faltered. 
Bellow upon bellow he emitted to the welcome end, 
till Cjmthia struck the final chord, and he bowed. 

* A performance ?' said Mr. Walford to Kent proudly. 
Kent said indeed it was. 

The compliments were effiisive. It was discussed 
whether he was, or was not, *in voice' to-night. He 
averred that to *lose himself' when he sang he needed 
Fincocca at the piano, and sank into his chair again 
and mopped his brow. 

*The amateur accompaniment is very painful,' he 
said winningly. 
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Kent made his adieux earlier than was his habit, 
explaining that he had work to do. 

The momentous date was now close at hand, and 
Turquand, who had not refused to be best man, had 
made a present which was indubitably handsome in 
view of his chronic impecuniosity and his opinions. In 
the days that intervened Humphrey and he alike found 
it impraxH:icable to banish the important subject from 
their colloquies, and it was arranged that on the eve 
of the ceremony they should have a * bachelor dinner' 
by themselves, and subsequently smoke a few cigars 
together in a music-hall. Neither wanted anybody 
else, nor, in point of fact, did Humphrey know many 
men to invite. For the time to attend the wedding 
the journalist had characteristically applied on the 
grounds of *a bereavement,' and, though he had not 
confessed it to Kent, he was more than ever convinced, 
as he watched him collect his possessions, and pore 
over a Continental Bradshaw, and fondle the sacred 
ring, that he had used the right term. 

It was a wet evening — ^the eve of the wedding-day, 
A yellow mist hung over Soho, and a light rain had 
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fallen doggedly since noon, turning the grease of the 
pavements to slush. On the moist air the smell of 
the jam clung persistently, and along the narrow streets 
fewer children played tip-cat than was usual in the 
neighbourhood* 

Kent^s impedimenta were packed and labelled, and 
among the litter a brown - paper parcel contained 
the costume of the groomsman. The coat would be 
creased by to-morrow, and he knew it; but he had 
a repugnance to undoing the parcel earlier than 
was compulsory, and once, when Kent had not been 
looking, he had kicked it. 

The two men put up their collars, and made their 
way across the square. 

* Are you sure well go to the Suisse T asked Kent. 
' It isrft festive, Turk.** 

* Yes, let^s go to the Suisse,' said Turquand grumpily. 
* It's close.' 

Both were aware that its proximity was not the 
reason it had been chosen, but the pretence was de- 
sirable. 

* We'll have champagne, of course,' said Humphrey, 
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as they passed in, and took their seats at their customary 
little table, with its half-yard of crusty bread and damp 
serviettes. ^ Well have champagne, and — ^and be lively. 
For Heaven'^s sake don't look as if you were at a funeral, 
Turk! This is to be an enjoyable evening. Where''s 
the wine-list ?' 

* I don'*t suppose there'*s such a thing as champagne 
in the show,' said Turquand. *Auguste will think 
you're getting at him.' 

Auguste was prevailed upon to believe that the 
demand was made in sober earnest. Monsieur really 
desired champagne. Monsieur also considered that he 
had better run out for it, as he did for the * bittare ' 
when it was wanted — ^voil^! Madame, at the semi- 
circular counter, waved her fat hand in their direction 
gaily. Monsiemr had inherited a fortune, it was 
evident ! 

*Well,' said Turquand, when the waitet returned 
and the cork had popped, 'here's luck. Wish you 
lots of happiness, old chap, I'm sure.** 

* Same to you,' murmured Kent. * God knows I do. 
It's awful muck, this stuflf, isn't it ? What's he brought ? 
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* Ifs what you ordered. Your mouth's out of taste. 
Eat some more kidneys.' 

Humphrey shook his head. 

*I suppose you'll come here to-morrow evening — 
the same as usual, eh ?' 

* May as well, I suppose. One's got to feed somewhere.. 
Y(yiiU be all rice and rapture then. Fll think of you.' 

* Do. I don't know how it is ; but — ^but just now, 

somehow, between ourselves But perhaps I oughtn't 

to say that. ... I say, don't think I was going to — ^to 

I wouldn't have you think I meant I wasn't fond of 
her, old boy, for the world. You don't think thaty 
do you ? She — oh. Heaven ! — she's a perfect angel, 
Turk ! • . . Fill up your glass, for goodness' sake, man, 
and do look jolly! Turk, next time we dine together 
it'll be at Streatham, and there'll be a little hostess 
to make you welcome ; and — and there'll always be a 
bottle of Irish, old man, and we'll keep a pipe in the 
rack with the biggest bowl we can find, and call it 
yours. By God, we will !' 

* Yes,' said Turquand huskily. . . . ' Going to have any 
more of this stew ?' 
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* Fve had enough ; help yourself.** 

^No, rm not ravenous either — smoked too much, 
perhaps. I say, Madame doesn't know yet; better 
tell her.' 

She was induced to join them presently, and to drink 
a glass of champagne, enchanted by the invitation; 
Monsieur Kent was always tr^s gentil ; but champagne ! 
was it that he celebrated already another romance ? 
Comment! he was going to be married — nevaref But 
yes — and to-morrow ! Oh, mon Dieu ! She rocked 
herself to and fro, and screamed the intelligence 
down the dinner-lift to her husband in the kitchen. 
Alors, they must drink a chartreuse with her — she 
insisted. Yes, and she would have one of Mon- 
sieur Kent's cigarettes. To the health of the happy 
pair! 

Outside, the rain was still falling as they left the 
Restaurant Suisse and tramped to a music-hall. Here 
their entrance was imfortunately timed. Some capital 
turns appeared earlier in the programme, some excellent 
ones figured lower down ; but during the half-hour that 
they remained the monotony of the material which the 
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average music-hall ^ comedian^ regards as humorous 
struck Kent more forcibly than ever. Wives eloped 
with the lodgers, or husbands beat their wives and got 
drunk with *the boys.' There seemed nothing else — 
nothing but conjugal infelicity ; it was rang-tang-tang 
on the one vulgar, discordant note. 

^ Fve had enough of this,' he said ; * let's go. What 
time is it P 

^ Tim^ for a quiet pipe at home, and then to turn in 
early. Let's cab it.' 

They were glad to get off their wet boots, and to find 
themselves once more in their own shabby chairs. But 
Cornelia had let the fire out, and the dismantled room 
was chilly. Turquand produced the whisky and the 
glasses, and, blowing a cloud, they drew up to the cold 
hearth, remarking that there had been a change in the 
weather, and a fire would have been out of place on such 
a night. 

*It looks bare without my things, doesn't it?^ 
observed Kent. * One wouldn't have believed they 
made so much difference.' 
* Yes,' assented Turquand. 
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* Yotfll have to get some books for that shelf there, 
you know ; ifs awful empty.' 

Turquand shivered, and said he should. 

* You aren'*t cold ?' 

* Cold ? Not a bit — ^no. You were saying '* 

*I dotft know; I wastft saying anything particular, 
m write you from Mentone, old fellow — ^not at once, 
but you shall have a line.' 

* Thanks,' answered Turquand ; * be glad to hear from 
you.' 

* Not that there'll be anything to say.' 

*No, of course not. Still, you may just as well 
twaddle a bit, if you will.' 

There was a pause, while the pair smoked slowly, 
each busy with his thoughts, and considering if any- 
thing of what he felt could be said without its soimding 
sentimental. Both were remembering that they would 
never be sitting at home together in the room again, 
and though it had many faults, it assumed to the one 
who was leaving it a * tender grace' now. He had 
written his novel at that table; his first review had 
come to him here. Associations crept out and trailed 
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across the floor; he felt that this room must always 
contam aa integral portion of his life. And Turquand 
would miss him. 

* Be dull for you to-morrow evening, rather, Fm afraid, 
wotft it ? he said in a burst. 

* Oh, I was alone while you were in Dieppe, you know. 
I shall jog along all right. . . . YouVe bought a desk for 
yourself, haven't you ?** 

* Yes. Swagger, eh ?' 

* You won'^t " know where yer are.'** . . . Whafs that— 
do you feel a draught ? 

'No — ^I — ^well, perhaps there is a draught now you 
mention it. Yes, I shall work in style when we come 
back. Strange feeling, going to be married, Turk,' 

* Is it T said Turquand. ' Havetft had the experience. 
Hope Mrs. Kent will like me — ^they never do in fiction 
You . . . you might tell her Fm not a bad sort of a damned 
fool, will you? And — er — ^I want to say, dotft have 
the funks about asking me to your house once in a way, 
old chap, when I shan'^t be a nuisance ; take my oath 
Fll never shock yoiu: wife, Humphrey . . . too fond of you. 
• • • Be as careful as — as you can, I give you my word.* 

VOL. I. 6 
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His teeth closed round his pipe tightly. Neither 
man looked at the other ; Humphrey put out his hand 
without speaking, and Turquand gripped it. There was 
a silence again. Both stared at the dead ashes. The 
clock of St. Giles-in-the-Fields tolled twelve, and neither' 
commented on it, though they simultaneously reflected 
that it was now the marriage morning. 

* Strikes me we were nearly making bally asses of oiu:- 
selves,^ said Turquand at last, in a shaky voice. ^ Finish 
your whisky, and lefs to bed.^ 



CHAPTER Vn. 

As the wheels began to revolve, he looked at the girl 
with thanksgiving. Perhaps the top thought in the 
tangle of his consciousness was that he was relieved the 
worry and publicity of the day were over. They were 
married. For good or for ill — ^for always — ^whether 
things went well or went badly with him, she was his 
wife now ! He realized the fact much more clearly here 
while the train rushed forward, than he had done when 
making his responses at the altar ; indeed, at the altar 
he had realized little but the awkwardness of his 
attitude, and that Cynthia was very nervous. And he 
was glad ; but, knowing that he was glad, he wondered 
vaguely why he did not feel more exhilaration. 

They were alone in the compartment, and he took her 
hand and spoke to her. She answered by an obvious 
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effort, and both sat gazing from the window over the 
flying fields. She thought of her home, and that 
* everything was very strange,** and that she would have 
liked to cry * properly,' without having Humphrey's 
eyes upon her. He speculated whether she would like to 
cry while he affected to be unaware of it behind a paper, 
or if she would imagine he wanted to read, and consider 
him unfeeling. He thought that a wedding-day was a 
very exhausting experience for a girl, and that her 
evident desire to avoid conversation was fortunate, since, 
to save his soul, he could not think of anything to say 
that was not stupid. He thought, also, though his 
palate did not crave tobacco, that a cigar would have 
assisted him tremendously, and that it was really 
extraordinary to reflect that * Cynthia Walford' and he 
were man and wife. 

Next, he questioned inwardly what she was thinking, 
and attempted, in a mental metamorphosis, to put him- 
self in her place. It made him feel horribly sorry for 
her. He pitied her hotly, though he could not say so ; 
and by a sudden impulse he squeezed her gloved fingers 
again, with remorseful compassion. At the moment 
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that he was moved to the demonstration, however, she 
was really wishing that the dressmaker had cut the 
corsage of her blue theatre frock square, instead of in a 
* v.' The engine screamed. Both spoke perfunctorily. 
He congratulated himself on his character boasting a 
feminine side which had made such insight into her 
mind possible. Some men would have failed to com- 
prehend! She felt that the tears with which she was 
fighting had made her nose red, and longed for an 
opportimity to use her powder-puflF. The train sped on. 

As he sat by her side before the sea, he looked, 
not at the girl, but within him. He thought of the 
book that had formed in his head, and perhaps his 
paramount feeling was impatience, and the desire to find 
the first chapter already shaping into words. They 
were married. The unconscious pretences of the 
betrothal period were over in both. To him, as well as 
to her, the magic, the subtile enchantment, was past. 
She was still Cynthia — ^more than ever Cynthia, he 
understood ; but there had been a fascination when 
* Cynthia ' was a goddess to him, which an acquaint- 
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ance with strings and buttons had destroyed. The 
corylopsis stood in a squat little bottle with a silver 
lid among brushes and hairpins on a toilet-table, and 
his senses swam no more when he detected its faintness 
on her gown. 

Companionship, and not worship, was required now, 
and neither found the other quite as companionable as 
had been expected. This the girl in her heart excused 
less readily than the man. Primarily, indeed, the latter 
refused to acknowledge it. It was preposterous to 
suppose, if they did not possess much in common, that 
he would not have perceived the disparity during the 
engagement. Then he reminded himself that his life 
might have rendered him a shade intolerant ; he must 
remember that the subject of Uterary work, all-engross- 
ing to his own mind, made on hers unaccustomed 
demands. To try to phrase a sensation, the attempt to 
seize a fleeting impression so delicately that it would 
survive the process, and not expire on the perfs point, 
were instinctive habits with himself; to her they ap- 
peared motiveless and wearisome games. 

He had endeavoured, in the novels they read together 
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during the honeymoon, to cultivate her appreciation of 
what was fine ; for she had told him some of her favourite 
authoresses, and he had shuddered. She had obtained a 
book for herself one day, and offered it to him. He 
thanked her, but said he was sure by the title that he 
should not care for it. She answered that it was very 
silly and imliterary — ^she had acquired that word — ^to 
judge a book by what it was ccJled. She was surprised 
at him ! If she had done such a thing, he would have 
ridiculed her. And, apart &om that, she did not see 
that ^ Winsome Winnie' was a bad title. What was 
the matter with it ? 

Kent said he could not explain. She declared with 
a little triumphant laugh that that just showed how 
wrong he was. 

He made his endeavour very tenderly. To be looked 
upon as the schoolmaster abroad was a constant dread 
with him when he discovered that, if a similarity of 
taste were to subsist between them, she would have to 
advance or he must regress. Sometimes — ^very occa- 
sionally — ^he handed her a passage with an air of taking 
it for granted the pleasure would be mutual, but her 
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assent was always so constrained that he was forced to 
realize that the cleverness of expression was lost upon her, 
that the word-painting had to her painted nothing at all. 
He wondered if his wife's dulness of vision fairly repre- 
sented the eyes with which the novel-reading public read, 
and if it was folly to spend an hour revising aparagraph in 
which the majority would, after all, see no more artistry 
than if it had been allowed to remain as it was written 
first. He knew that it was^ in a man like himself, with 
whom literature was a profession, and not a luxury, 
though he was aware at the same time that he would 
never be able to help it — ^that to the end there would 
be nights when he went up to bed having written no 
more than a hundred words all day, and yet with 
elation, because, rightly or wrongly, he felt the 
hundred words to have been admirably said. He 

4 

knew there would be evenings in the future, as there 
had been in the past, when, after reading a page of 
somebody else's novel with physical delight, he would 
go and tear up five sheets of his own manuscript with 
misery and disgust ; and he knew already — ^though he 
shrank from admitting this — ^that when it happened he 
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would never be able to confess it to Cynthia, as he had 
done to Turquand, because Cynthia would find it 
incredible and absiu^d. 

The fortnight was near its conclusion, and both 
looked forward to the return to England with eager- 
ness. He would plunge into his work ; she would be 
near The Hawthorns, and have friends to come to see 
her. Neither of the pair regretted the step they had 
taken ; each loved the other ; but a honeymoon was a 
trying institution, viewed as a whole. 

Presently, where they sat, she timied and put some 
questions to him about his projected book. Her inten- 
tions were praiseworthy; she was a good girl, and 
having married an author, she understood that it was 
incumbent on her to take an interest in his vocation, 
though perhaps, she had fancied once or twice, it might 
really have been nicer if he had been a stock-jobber, 
and not cared to discuss his business at home. Papa 
never had, she knew. Discussing an author^s work did 
not seem so simple as she had assumed it would be. 
There seemed so many tedious details that did not 
matter to the story. 
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* Wh^n do you think it will be finished, Humphrey ?' 
she said. * 

* In nine months, I hope, if I stick to it/ 

^ So long as nine months ?^ she exclaimed with sur- 
prise. *Why, Fve read— let me see — ^two, three new 
ones of Mrs. St. Juliana's this year ! Will it redBy take 
so long as nine months T 

* Quite, sweetheart ; perhaps longer. I don't write 
* quickly, Fm sorry to say. Still, it won^t be bad 

business if Cousins pay the two himdred and fifty that 
I expect, I think they ought to, after the way the last 
has been received.' 

* Some people get much more, don't they T 

* Just a trifle,' he said. * Yes ; but Fm not a popular 
writer, you see. Wait a bit, though; we'll astonish 
your mother with our grandeurs yet. You shall have 
a victoria, and two men on the box with powdered hair, 

and drive out on a wet day, and splash mud at your 
enemies.' 

^ I don't think I have enemies,' she laughed. 

* You will when you have the victoria and pair, be 
easy. Some poor beggar of an author who's hoping to 
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get two hundred and fifty pounds for nine months'* toil 
will look at you from a bus and cuss you.** 

* Suppose you canU get two hundred and fifty ?' she 
inquired. * You can't be sure.** 

* Oh, well, if it were only a couple of hundred, we 
shouldn't have to go to the workhouse, you know. If 
it comes to that, a hundred, the same as I got for the 
other, would see us through, though of course I wouldn't 
accept such a price. Don't begin to worry your little 
head about ways and means on yoiu* honeymoon, 
darling ; there's time enough for arithmetic. And it's 
going to be good work. Fve been p^^actical, too. I 
can end it happily, and retain a conscience. It's almost 
a difierent plot from what it was when I commenced to 
think, and it's better. It ends well, and it's better 
— ^the thing's a Koh-i-noor !' 

' Tell me all about it,' she suggested. 

He complied enthusiastically. She was being very 
sympathetic, and he felt with perfect momentary 
content how jolly it was to have a lovely wife and 
talk these things over with her. Just what he had 
pictured. 
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* But wouIdn''t it be more exciting if you kept that a 
mystery till the third volume ?'' she said, at the end of 
five minutes. 

It was as if she had thrown a bucket of ice- water on 
his animation. 

* I don'^t want it to be a mystery,** he said, speaking 
more difficultly. * That isn'^t the aim at all. What I 
mean to do is to analyze the woman's sensations when 
she learns it. I want to show how she feels and 
suffers ; yes, and the temptation that she wrestles with, 
and loathes herself for being too weak to put aside. 
Don't you see — don^t you see ?' 

She was chiefly sensible that his pleasure had vanished, 
and that the note of interest in his voice had died. 
She, however, repeated her suggestion ; if she was to be 
a critic, she must be prepared to maintain her literary 
views. 

. * I think all that would be much duller than if you 
had the surprise,' she declared. 

He did not argue — ^he did not attempt to demonstrate 
that her suggestion amounted to proposing he should 
write quite another story than the one he was talking 



A DAUGHTER OF THE PHILISTINES 93 

about ; he felt hopelessly that argument would be waste 
of time. 

' Perhaps you are right,'' he said ; * but one does what 
one can.** 

* But you should say, " What one zmlly^ dear ; it can 
be done whichever way you like/ 

* There is only one way possible to mey I assure you,' 
he answered ; * for once " the wrong way '" is the more 
difficult; 

'That which you think is the wrong way,** said 
Cynthia, with gentle firmness. 

He looked at her a moment incredulously. 

* Good Lord !' he said ; * let me know something about 
my own business ! I don't want to pose on the strength 
of a solitary novel — ^Tm not arrogant — ^but let me know 
something' — at all events, more than you ! Heavens 
above ! a novelist devotes his life to trying to learn the 
technique of an art which it wants three lifetimes 
to acquire, and Mr. Jones, who is a solicitor, and 
Mr. Smith the shoe manufacturer, and little Miss Pugh 
of Putney, who don't know the first laws of fiction — 
who aren't even aware there are any laws to know — 
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are all prepared to tell him how his books should be 
written/ 

* I am not Miss Pugh of Putney,' she said. * And if 
I were, we all know whether we like a book or whether 
we don'^t/ 

'"Liker^ he echoed. ^To "like'' and to "criti- 

cise ^ Men are paid to criticise books when they 

can do it ; it's thought to be worth payment. Editors, 
who don't exactly bubble over with generosity, sign 
cheques for reviews. / don't pretend to teach Mr. Smith 
how to make his shoes ; I've sense enough to understand 
he knows the way better than I. Nor do these people 
think they can teach a painter how to compose his 
pictures, or that they can give a musician lessons in 
orchestration. Why on earth should they imagine 
they're competent to instruct a novelist ? It is absiuxl !' 

*Your comparisons are far-fetched,' she said. *A 
painter and a musician, we all know, have to study ; 
they ' 

* They're entitled to th6 consideration due to a certain 
amount of money simk — eh ? That is really it. There 
are thousands upon thousands of families belonging to 
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the upper middle classes in England to whom fiction 
will never be an art, because the novelist hasn^t been to 
an academy and paid fees. As a matter of fact, it is 
only in artistic and professional circles — and, one believes, 
in ** Society," as it is called — ^that a novelist in England 
is regarded with any other feeling than good-humoured 
contempt, unless he is publicly known to be making a 
large income. The commercial majority smile at him. 
They've a shibboleth — Tm sure it will be familiar to 
you : " You canU improve yoiu* mind by reading novels.'*' 
They are persuaded it's true. They have heard it ever 
since they were children, in these families where no artist, 
no professional man of any kind, has ever let in a little 
light. **You can't improve your mind by reading 
novels" is one of the stock phrases of middle-class 
English Philistia. Ask them if they improve their 
minds by looking at pictures in the National Gallery, 
or even in the New, and they know it is essential 
they should answer, " Certainly." Ask them how they 
do it, and they are "done." Of course, they don't 
really improve their minds either way, because, before 
the contemplation of art in any form can be anything 
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more than a vague amusement, a very much higher 
standard of education than they have reached is neces- 
sary ; only they have learnt to pretend about pictures. 
It's an odd thing — or, perhaps, a natiural one — ^that an 
author of the sort of book that they are impressed by, 
a scientist, a brain-worker of any description, literary 
or not, talks and thinks of a novelist with respect, while 
these people themselves find him beneath them.'* 

There was a silence, in which both stared again at 
the sea. His irritation subsiding, it occurred to him 
that he might have expressed his opinions less freely, 
considering that Philistia was his wife''s birthplace. He 
was beginning to excuse himself, when she interrupted 
him. 

*Don''t let us discuss it any more, Humphrey,** she 
said, in a grieved voice, ^ please ! I am sorry I said so 
much,' 

* / was wrong,' said Kent ; * I have vexed you.' 
*No; I am not vexed," she replied, in a tone that 

intimated she was only hurt. 

* Cynthia, don't be angry ! . . • Make it up !' 

She turned instantly, touching him with her hand 
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with a quick, pleased smile, and he set himself to efface 
the effect of his ill-humour upon her mood with entirely 
successful results. As they strolled back to the hotel 
side by side, he felt her to be a long way from him — 
there was even a sense of physical remoteness. Mentally, 
she did not seem so near as in the days of their earliest 
acquaintance. He caught himself wishing he could 
debate a certain pomt in construction with Turquand, 
and fix)m that it was the merest step to perceiving that 
Mentone would be jollier if Turquand were with him 
instead. He was appalled to think that such a fancy 
should have crossed his brain, and strove guiltily to 
believe it had not ; but once again he felt spiritless and 
blank, and it was a labour to maintain the necessary 
disguise. He observed forlornly that Cynthia always 
appeared happiest in their intercourse when the inepti- 
tude of it was weighing most heavily upon himself. 
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CHAPTER Vin. 

Mas. Kent placed few obstacles in the way of her 
husband^s industry, and installed in Leamington Road, 
Streatham, he commenced his novel, and deleted, and 
destroyed, and rewrote, until at the expiration of three 
weeks he had accomplished Chapter I. Primarily he 
did not experience so many domestic discomforts to 
impede him as Turquand had once predicted. Mrs. 
Walford had obtained a very respectable and nice- 
looking servant, whose only drawback was having a 
father in a lunatic asylum, and the frequently expressed 
misgiving that, if she were harassed by a multitude of 
orders, she might be overtaken by a similar fate. Ann 
was so ^superior,' Mrs. Walford explained, and a 
^ general ' had really proved so difficult to procure, that 
she had not allowed the thought of a hereditary taint 
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to disqualify her, and both the bride and bridegroom 
declared she had been quite right. Cynthia confessed 
later to fmding it a little awkward when a duty was 
neglected, since she was deterred from remonstrating by 
the fear *the girl might go mad at her'; but apart 
from this Ann was an acquisition. 

The author's working hours were supposed to be from 
ten o'clock till seven, with an interval for limch ; but 
the irregular habits of ba^^helorhood made it hard for 
him to accustom himself to them, and it was often 
agreed that he should take his leisure in the afternoon, 
and reseat himself at his desk in the alluring hours of 
lamplight, when the neighboiuTs' children were at rest, 
and the scales ceased from troubling. To these neigh- 
bours he found he was an object of considerable 
curiosity. He had never lived in a suburb hitherto, 
and he discovered that for a man to remain at home all 
day offered much food for conjecture there. Subse- 
quently, in some inexplicable manner, his vocation 
was ascertained, and then, when Cynthia and he 
strolled out, people whispered behind their window- 
curtains, and stared at them with smiles which 
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suggested that they were not thought very respect- 
able. 

Of his wife's family he saw a good deal, both at 
The Hawthorns and at No. 64, Leamington Road, 
and his liking for his brother-in-law did not increase. 
There was an air of condescension in Mr. Caesar 
Walford^'s self-sufficiency that he found highly ex- 
asperating. The bass's debut had been fixed during 
their absence for the coming season, and he repeated 
the newest compUments paid him by his master with 
the languid assurance of an artist whose supremacy was 
already acknowledged by all the world. The latest 
biuTst of admiration into which Piiicocca had been be- 
trayed had always to be dragged by his parents from 
reluctant lips, but he never forgot any of it. 

Humphrey was sure the artist thought even less of 
him than the neighbours. Fiction he rarely read, he 
said. He said it with an elevation of his eyebrows, as if 
novels were far beneath his attention. His eyebrows 
were, in fact, singularly expressive, and he could dismiss 
an author's claim to consideration, or ridicule a master- 
piece, without uttering a word. There had been more 
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truth than is usual in such statements when Humphrey 
had averred that he was not conceited on the score of 
his improfitable spurs, but when he contemplated the 
complacent sneer by which this affected yoimg man 
pronoimced a novelist of reputation to be entirely 
fatuous, he was galled. 

Cynthia had told her mother how hard he was work- 
ing, and once, when they were spending an evening at 
The Hawthorns some weeks after their return, the 
subject was mentioned. 

^ Well,' exclaimed the stock-jobber tolerantly, ^ and 
how's the story ? — ^getting along, heh T 

*Yes,' said Kent, ^Fm plodding on with it fairly 
well, sir.' 

He was aware his father-in-law did not take fiction 
seriously, either, and he always felt a certain restraint in 
speaking of his profession here. 

*And what's it about?' asked Mrs. Walford, much 
in the indulgent tone in which one puts such a question 
to a child. *Have you made Cynthia your lovely 
heroine, and are you flirting with her at Dieppe again ? 
/know what it'll be — ^hee ! hee ! hee ! Fm sure you meant 
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yourself by the hero in your last book ; you know I told 
you so long ago.' 

He was convinced also that she would say it with 
equal perspicacity about every book he wrote. 

*N-no,' he said, *I shouldn't quite care to try to 
make " copy '" out of my wife. It wouldn't be easy, and 
it wouldn't be congenial.' 

* You ought to know her faults better than anybody 
else's, I should think, by this time,' said Miss Wix 
tartly. 

* And her virtues,' answered Humphrey. 

^ Oh,' said Miss Wix, with acidulated humour, * he 
says two months are quite long enough to fmd out all 
Cynthia's virtues, Louisa.' 

* I didn't hear him say anything of the sort,' said Mrs* 
Walford crossly. * Well, what is it about ? Tell us.' 

He felt awkward and embarrassed. 

* I can't explain a plot ; Fm very stupid at it,' he said. 
* You shall have a copy the moment it is published, 
mater, and read the thing.' 

^ I do wish he'd call me " mamma " !' she cried. * He 
makes me feel a hundred years old.' 
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To divert the conversation, he incjuired if she had 
read the last of Henry Jameses. 

* I don't know,' she said. * Oh yes, they sent it me 
from the Kbrary this week. It isn't bad ; I didn't like 
it much. Did you read it, Caesar ?' 

Caesar became conscious that people talked. 

* Read ? he echoed wearily. * Read what ?' 

* James's last. I forget what it was called — er — 
something. I saw you with it the other day. A red 
book.' 

^ I looked through it. I had nothing to do.' 

* Quite amusing,' she said, * wasn't it ?' 

* I forget,' he murmured ; * I never do remember these 
things.' 

* It took a clever man some time to write,' said Kent ; 
* it might have been worth your attention for a whole 
afternoon.' 

The other was not disturbed. Neither his confidence 
nor his amiability was shaken. 

* Do you think so ?' he said with gentleness. * I carCt 
read these things any more. There's nothing to be 
gained. What does one acquire ? Whether Angelina 
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marries Edwin, or whether she marries Charles ? 

He shook his head and spiiled compassionately. Sam 
Walford guffawed. ^ When I feel that my mind^s been 
at too great a tension, I sometimes ghmce at a novel ; 
but Fm afraid — ^I^'m really afraid — ^I can't concede that 
I should be justified in giving an afternoon to one.' 

* Caesar has his work to think of, you know,' put in 
Cynthia ; ^ he is not like us women.' 

* You'll find it a tough job to get the best of Caesar 
in an argument,' added Walford good-humomredly. 

*0h, I don't deny that I have read novels in my 
time. There was a time when I could read a yellow- 
back.' He made this admission in the evident belief 
that a book was far more frivolous in cardboard covers 
than while it was in its first edition of cloth. ^ But I 
can't do it to-day.' 

* Well,' cried Mrs. Walford, * / must say I agree with 
Humphrey. I must say I think it's— it's really very 
clever to write a good novel. / couldn't write one ; Fm 
sure I couldn't — I haven't the patience.' 

'Ohr exclaimed Caesax, with chaxming confusion; 
* it's Hmnphrey's own line — of course it is. I always 
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forget.' He turned to Kent deprecatingly : *Do you 
know, I never think of you as going in for that ; it's a 
surprise every time I recollect it/ 

Kent said it was really of no consequence whatever. 

* Well, well, well,' said Walford, * everybody to his 
trade. We can't all be born with a fortune in our 
throats. Wish we could — eh, Humphrey, my boy? 
Did you hear what Lassalle said about his voice the 
other day ? Caesar, just tell Humphrey what Lassalle 
said about your voice the other day.' 

* Oh, Humphrey doesn't want to listen to that long 
story,' declared Mrs. Walford, * Fm sure.' 

He could do no less after this than express ciuiosity. 
^ Well then, Caesar, tell us what it was.' 

* Do, Caesar,' entreated his sister ; * / haven't heard, 
either.' 

^A trifle,' he demurred, *not interesting. I didn't 
know rd mentioned it.' 

* Oh yes,' said Miss Wix. * Don't you remember you 
told us the story at tea, and then you told it again 
to your father at dinner? But do tell Cynthia and 
Humphrey.' 
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* I — er — diaed with Pincocca last night at his rooms,^ 
he drawled. *One or two men came in afterwards. 
He introduced me. I didn'^t pay much attention to 
the names — ^you know what it is — and by-and-by Pin- 
cocca pressed me to sing. He said I was " a pupil,'' 
and I could see one of the men was prepared to be 
bored. . • • This really is so very personal that ^* 

* No, no, no ! go on. What nonsense !' said his 
mother. 

* I could see he was prepared to be bored ; so I made 
up my mind to — migl I was nettled — ^very childish, I 
admit it — ^but I was nettled. I didn't watch him while I 
sang — ^I couldn't. I did better than I expected. I ^' 

^ You forgot everything^ said Sam Walford, * / know.' 

* I did, yes. I didn't think of Pincocca, or of him, 
or of anybody in the room. When I had finished, he 
came up to me, and said, *^Mr. Walford, I am green 
with jealousy. Ah, Heaven ! if / could command such 
a career !" The man was Lassalle !' 

* Flattering ?' said his father to Kent. * Flattering ? 
" If / could command such a career !" Eh ?' 

Kent asked himself speechlessly if this thing could be. 
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*"If / could command such a career T** reiterated 
Mr. Walford. *What do you think of that! He's 
coming out in the spring, you know.' 

* Yes, so Fve heard,' said Hvraiphrey. * Where ? 

* That's not settled ; here in town, probably, at the 
Opera House. He sang to the manager last week. 
The man was — was altogether staggered.' 

* Ha !' said Kent perfunctorily. 

* There's never been anything heard like it. I tell 
you, he'll take London by storm.' 

* What / can't understand,' said Miss Wix, her mouth 
pursed to a buttonhole, * is how youdidn't know Lassalle 
directly he came in. Is he the only musical celebrity 
you aren't intimate with ?' 

Her nephew looked momentarily disconcerted. 

* One doesn't know everybody,' he said feebly ; * Las- 
salle happened to be a man I'd not met.' 

* What do you mean, Emily ?' flared Mrs. Walford. 
* You don't imagine that Caesar made the story up, I 
suppose ?' 

*"Mean"?' said Miss Wix with wonder. *"Make 
it up " ? Why should he make it up ? I said I did 
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not understand, that is all. Quite a simple observa- 
tion,** 

She rose, and seated herself stiffly on a distant couch. 
Mrs. Walford panted, and turned to Humphrey, who 
she was afraid had overheard. 

^How very absurd,' she said jerkily — * how very 
absurd of her to make such a remark ! So liable to 
misconstruction. By the way, do you see anything of 
that Mr. Turkey — ^Turquand — what was he called.'* — 
now ? Has he— er--er— any influence on the press ? 

* He knows a good many people of a kind. Why do 
you ask ? 

' We shall be very pleased to see him,' she said ; * I 
liked him very much. He might dine with us one 
night — ^when there's nobody particular here. ... I 
was thinking he might be useful to Caesar. The press 
can be so spiteful, can't it — so very spiteful ? Of course, 
Caesar will really be independent of criticism, but 
still ' 

' Still, you'll give Turquand a dinner.' 

* Oh, you satirical villain !' she said playfully. ^ Hee ! 
hee ! hee ! You're all alike, you writing men ; you'll 
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even lash your mamma-in-law. Aren't you going to 
have anything to drink ? Sam, Humphrey has nothing 
to drink. Cynthia, a glass of wine ? 

The servant had entered with a salver and the tan- 
talus, and Sam Walford proposed the toast of his son'^s 
debut. They prepared to drink it, and it was noticed 
then that Miss Wix sat alone in her distant comer. 

* Emily, aren^'t you going to join us ? 

^ I beg your pardon, Emily,' exclaimed Walford ; * I 
didn't know you were with us any longer, upon my word 
I didnV 

* ^ The poor are always with us," ' said Miss Wix, in 
a low and bitter voice. * If it can be spared, a modicum 
of whisky.' 

*Then, you'll tell Mr. Turquand we shall be happy 
to see him ?' said Mrs. Walford to Kent. * Don't forget 
it. You might bring him in with you one evening — ^I 
dare say he'll be very glad of the invitation — and he can 
hear Caesar sing. What's your hurry ? I want to talk 
to Cynthia. You aren't going to write any more when 
you get back, I suppose ? 

He acknowledged that he was — ^that he had taken 
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his wife to a mating with the understaQding — ^but it 
was past twelve when they left her mother^s house 
and turned homeward through 'the silent suburb, to 
which the railway had just jdelded back a few theatre- 
goers, weaiy and mcongruous-looking. In the cold 
clearness of the winter night the women^s long-cloaked 
figures and flimsy headgears drooped dejectedly, and 
the men, with their dress-trousers flapping thinly as 
they walked by their side, appeared already oppressed 
by the thought of the early breakfast to which 
they would be summoned in time to hurry to the 
station again. The prosperous residences lying back 
behind spruce, trim shrubberies and curves of carriage- 
drive finished abruptly, and then began borders in 
which fifty pounds was already a distinguished rental. 
The monotonous rows of viUas, with their Uttle 
hackneyed gables, and their little hackneyed gates, their 
painful grandiloquence of nomenclature, seemed to Kent 
a pathetic expression of lives which had for the most 
part reached the limit of their potentialities, and now 
passed without ambition and without hope. Some 
doubtless looked forward or looked back from the red 
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brick maze, but to the majority the race was run, and 
this was conquest. He was about to comment on it, 
but the girl was imusually quiet, and the remark upon 
his lips was not one that would have been productive 
of more than a monosyllabic assent under any circum- 
stances. 

Their front-garden slept. He unlocked the door, 
and, sajdng that she was very tired, Cynthia held up 
her face immediately and went upstairs. After he 
had extinguished the gas, Kent mounted to the little 
room where he worked, and lit the lamp. Beyond the 
wmdow, over the bare trees, the moon was shining 
whitely. He stood for a few moments staring out, and 
thinking he scarcely knew of what ; then he seated 
himself, and begaa to re-read the last page of the 
manuscript that lay on the desk. He had just com- 
menced to write, when Cynthia stole in and joined him. 

^ Are you busy ?' she asked. 

* No, dearest,^ he said, surprised. ^ What is it ?' 

She came forward, and hung beside him, fingering 
the pen he had laid down. She had put on her 
dressing-gown, and her hair was loose. She was very 
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lovely, very youthful, so ; she looked like a child plajring 
at being a woman. The sleeves fell away, giving a 
glimpse of the delicate forearms, and he thought the 
softness of the neck she displayed seemed made for a 
parentis kisses. 

* How cold it is V she murmured ; * don't you feel it P 

* You shouldn't have come in,' he said ; * you'll take 
a chill. You'd be better off in bed. Baby.' 

She shook her head. 

* I want to stop.' 

^ Then, let me get you a rug and wrap you up.' He 
rose, but she stayed him petulantly. 

* I don't want you to go away ; I want to speak to 
you. . . . Hvunphrey '* 

* Is anything the matter ? 

* Fve something to tell you.' She pricked the paper 
nervously with the pen-point. * Something . . . can't you 
guess what it is, Humphrey ? Think — ^it's about me.'* 

A tear splashed on to the paper between them. 
Kent's heart gave one loud throb of comprehension, 
and then yearned over her with the truest emotion that 
she had wakened in him yet. He caught her close and 
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caressed her, while she clung to him sobbing spasmodi- 
cally. 

' Oh, you do love me ? You do love me, don^t you ?' 
she gasped. ' Fm not a disappointment, aml?'^ 

She slipped on to the hassock at his feet, resting her 
head on his leg ; with the tumbled fairness of her hair 
across his trouser as she crouched there, she looked 
more like a child than ever, a penitent child begging 
forgiveness for some fault. He swore she had fulfiUed 
and exceeded his most ardent dreams, that she was 
sweeter in reality than his imagination had promised 
him ; and he pitied her vehemently and remorsefully as 
he spoke, because in such a moment she was answered * 
by a lie. The lamp, which the servant had neglected, 
flickered and expired, and on a sudden the room, and 
the two bent figures before the desk, were lit only by 
the pallor of the moon. Cynthia turned herself, and 
looked up in his face deprecatingly : 

* Oh, I am so sorry ; I meant to remind her. See, 
Fm punished — ^I^m left in the dark myself.^ 

He stooped and kissed her. The fondness he felt for 
her normally, intensified by compassion, assumed in this 
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ephemeral circumscription of idea the quality of love, 
and he rejoiced to think that, after all, he was deceived, 
and their union was indeed, indeed, the mental com- 
panionship to which he had looked forward. He did 
not withdraw his lips ; her mouth lay beneath them like 
a flower, and, his arms enclosing her, she nestled to him 
voicelessly, pervaded by a deep sense of restfulness and 
content. In a transient ecstasy of illusive union their 
spirits met, and life seemed to Kent divine. 



CHAPTER IX. 

As, chapter by chapter, the novel grew under his hand, 
Kent saw, from the Uttle baxsk-window, the snow disap- 
pear and the bare trees grow green, till at last a fire 
was no longer necessary in the room, and the waving * 
fields that he overlooked were yellow with buttercups. 

He rose at six now, and accomplished about three 
hours^ work before Cynthia went down. Then they 
breakfasted, and, with an efibrt to throw some interest 
into her voice, she would inquire how he had been 
getting on. He probably felt that he had not been 
^getting on^ at all, and his response was not en- 
couraging. Afterwards he would make an attempt 
to read the newspaper, with his thoughts wandering 
back to his manuscript, and Cynthia had an interview 
with Ann. This interview, ostensibly concluded before 
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he returned to his desk, was generally reopened as 
soon as he took his seat, and for some imexplained 
reason the sequel usually occurred on the stairs. ^ Oh, 
what from the grocer^s, ma^am T * So and so, and so 
and so/ * Yes, ma'^am.^ * Oh, and — ^Ann f * What do 
you say, ma^am?^ More instructions, interrupted by 
a prolonged summons at the tradesman's door, and the 
girPs rush to open it. ^ What is it, Ann ?' ^ The 
fishmonger, ma'am.' * Nothing this morning.' * Nothing 
this morning,' echoed by Ann; the boy's departing 
whistle. ' Ann !' ^ Yes, ma'am.' * Ask him how much 
a pound the salmon is to-day.' *Hi! how much a 
pound's the salmon ?' Meanwhile, Kent beat his fists on 
the desk, and swore. Once he had pitched his pen 
at the wall in a frenzy, and dashed on to the landing 
to remonstrate ; but he felt such a brute when Cynthia 
cried, and declared he had insulted her before the 
servant, and it had wasted so much of his morning 
kissing her into serenity again, that he decided it 
would hinder him less on the whole to bear the 
nuisance without complaint. 

The ink-splashes on the wall-paper testified to his 
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having raged in private on more than the one occasion, 
however, and the superior person^s feet appeared to 
him to grow heavier every week. The domestic machinery 
was in his ears firom morning till nightfall — ^from the 
time she began to bang about the house for cleaning 
purposes to the hour that heard her rattle the last 
of the dinner things in the scullery and go to bed. 
It often seemed to him that it could not take much 
longer washing the plates and dishes supplied for a 
Lord Mayor^s banquet than Ann took to wash those 
used for his and Cynthia^s simple meals, and when, 
like the report of a cannon, she slammed the oven- 
door, he yearned for his relinquished apartment in 
Soho as for a lost paradise. 

Nor was this all. His wife W8U5 less companionable 
to him daily. Pifty times he had registered a mental 
oath that he would abandon his hope of cultivating 
her, and resign himself to her remaining what she 
was ; but he had too much affection for her to succeed 
in doing it yet, and with every fresh endeavour and 
failure that he made his dissatisfaction was intensified. 
He burned to talk about his work, about other men's 
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work, to speak of his ambitions, to laugh with someone 
over a witty article; instead, their conversation was 
of Caesar, whose d^ut had been postponed till the 
autumn; of the engagement of Dolly Brown, whom 
he did not know, to yoimg Styles, of Norwood, whom 
he had not met ; of the laundress, who had formerly 
charged foiu^ence for a blouse, and who now asked 
fivepence. When he pretended to be entertained, she 
spoke of such things with animation. When he dropped 
the mask, her manner as well as her topics was dull, 
for she was as sensitive as she was uninteresting. Her 
wistful question, whether she had proved a disappoint- 
ment, frequently recurred to him, and to avoid wound- 
ing her he affected good spirits more often than he 
yawned ; but the strain was awful, and when he escaped 
from it at length, and sank into a chair alone, it was 
with the sense of exhaustion one feels after having been 
saddled for an afternoon with a talkative child. The 
oases in his desert were Turquand's visits, but Turqufiuid 
never came without a definite invitation. Streatham 
was a long distance from Soho, and there was always 
the risk of finding that they had gone to the Walfords\ 
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It was necessary to book to Streatham Hill, besides, 
from the West End, and the service was appalling, 
with the delays at the stations and the stoppages 
between them, especially on the retium journey, when 
the train staggered to a standstill at almost every 
himdred yards. 

One evening when he dined with them, Hmnphrey gave 
him some sheets of his manuscript to read. He did 
not expect eulogies from Turquand, but he would 
rather have had to listen to intelligent disapproval 
than refrain fix)m discussing the book any longer, 
and when the other praised the work he was delighted. 

' You really think it good ? he asked. * Better them 
the last ? You don't think they'll say I haven't ful- 
filled its promise ? Honest Injun, you know.' 

^ Seems very strong,' said Turquand, sucking his 
pipe. 'No, I don't think you need tremble if these 
pages arent the top strawberries. Rather M eredithian, 
that line about her eyes in the pause, isn't it ? You 
remember the one I mean, of course ? 

Kent laughed gaily. 

*' It came like that,' he said. ' Fact ! Does it look 
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like a deliberate imitation ? Would you alter it ? 
Oh, I say, talking of lines, Fm ill with envy. " Occa- 
sionally a girl kissed from behind as she stretched to 
reach a honeysuckle, rent with a scream the sickly- 
coloured, airless evening.^ The "sickly-coloured, air- 
less evening.*" Isn't it admirable ? What do you think 
of that for atmosphere? And he's got it with the 
two adjectives. But the " honeysuckle *" — ^the " honey- 
suckle'' in conjimction with that "sickly-coloured, 
airless " — ^it's perfect !' 

^WhoseP 

* Moore's. I opened the book the other day, and 
it was the firet thing I saw. I had been hammering 
out a lane and summer evemng paragraph myself, 
and when I read that, I knew there wasn't an " impres- 
sion " in all my two hundred words.' 

^ You shouldn't allow him to read, Mrs. Kent, while 
he has work on the stocks,' said the journalist. ^I 
know this phase in your husband of old.' 

*Yes, fiuid you used to be very rude,' put in Kent 
perfunctorily. * My wife isn't. I can be depressed now 
without being abused.' 
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C3mthia laughed. She was very pretty where she 
lay back in the rocker by the window. Her face was 
a trifle drawn now, but she looked girlish and graceful 
still. She looked a wife whom any man might be 
proud to possess. 

^You didn^t mention it,** she said; *I didn^t know. 
But I don't see anything wonderful in what you quoted, 
I must say. Do you, Mr. Turquand ? Fm siu^ " sickly- 
coloured, airless '' doesn'*t mean anything at all.** 

* It means a good deal to me,** answered Kent. ^ Fd 
give a fiver to have foimd that line.** 

* Cousins wouldn't give you any more for your book if 
you had,** said Tiu:quand. ' Put money in thy purse ! 
I suppose you'll stick to Cousins ?** 

*Why not? Life's too short to find a publisher 
who'll pay you what you think you're worth ; and they 
were afiable. Afiability covers a multitude of sins, and 
there's a lot of compensation in a compliment. Cousins 
senior told me I'd a " great gift." ' 

^ Perhaps he was referring to his hundred pounds.' 

* He was referring to my talent, though I says it as 
shouldn't. That was your turn, Cynthia !' 
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' Yes,' said Turquand ; * a wife's very valuable at 
those moments, isn't she, Mrs. Kent P 

' How do you mean ?' said Cynthia, who found the 
conversational pace inconveniently rapid. 

*I shall send it to Cousins,' pursued Humphrey 
hastily ; * fiuid I want two himdred and fifty this time.' 

^ They won't give it you.' 

'Why not?' 

* Partly because you'll accept less. And you haven't 
gone into a second edition, remember.' 

' Look at the reviews !' 

* Cousins's will look at the sale. The thing will have 
to be precious good for you to get as much as that.' 

' It zmll be precious good,' said Kent seriously. ' Fm 
doing all I know ! You shall wade right through it 
when it's finished, if you will, and tell me your honest 
opinion. I won't say it's going to " live," or any rot 
like that ; but it's the best work it is in me to do, and 
it will be an advance on the other, that I'll swear.' 

' Mrs. St. Julian's last goes into a fourth edition next 
week,' observed Turquand grimly, * if that is any en- 
couragement to you.' 
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^ Good Lord/ said Kent, * it only came out in January ! 
Is that a fact ?* 

* " One of Lifers Little Ironies '' ! Hers is the kind 
of stuff to sell, my boy ! The largest public don't want 
nature and style ; they want a pooty story and virtue 
rewarded. The poor " companion ^ rambles in the moon- 
light and book-muslin, and has love passages in the 
groimds at midnight — ^which wouldn't be respectable, 
only she's so innocent. The heiress sighs for a title and * 
an establishment in Park Lane ; and the poor ^^ com- 
panion" says, "Give me a cottage, with the man I 
love," making eyes at the biggest catch in the room, no 
doubt, though the writer doesn't tell you that, and 
hooks him. Blessed is the " companion " whose situa- 
tion is in a lady-novelist's story, for she shall be called 
the wife of the lord. Sonny, the first mission of a novel 
-:i is to be a pecuniary success — ^you are an idiot ! Excuse 
me, Mrs. Kent.' 

' You may give*him all the good advice you can,' she 
responded. * I've said before that I Uke Mrs. St. Julian's 
stories, but Humphrey has made up his mind not to. 
That's firmness, I suppose, as he is a man.' 
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She laughed. 

* Mr. Turquand scarcely implied that he liked them 
either,^ replied Kent. ^ Istf t it painful, though, to think 
of the following a woman like that can command? 
What a world to write for — ^it breaks one^s heart !' 

* It's an over-rated place,' said Turquand ; ^ it's a fat- 
headed, misguided, beast of a world !' 

*It isn't the world,' said Cynthia brightly; *it's the 
people in it !' 

A ghastly silence followed her comment, a pause in 
which the journalist stared at the stove ornament, 
affecting not to have heard her, and Kent felt the sick- 
ness of death in his soul. Shame that his wife should 
show herself so stupid in Turquand's presence paralyzed 
his tongue, and the latter, pitying his embarrassment, 
turned to the girl with an inquiry about her relatives. 
Humphrey had taken him to The Hawthorns, as re- 
quested, and Turquand, with characteristic perversity, 
professed to have discovered a congenial spirit in 
Miss Wix. It was about Miss Wix that he asked 
now. 

Cynthia laughed again. 
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* Yes, your favourite is quite well,' she answered — ^ as 
cheerful as ever.' 

^ Fate hasn't been kind to Miss Wix,' said Turquand ; 
^ she's been chastened and chidden too much. Under 
other circumstances——' 

* Skittles !' said Humphrey. 

* Under other circumstances, she might have been 
sweeter, and less amusing. Personally, I am grateful 
that there were not other circumstances. I like Miss 
Wix as she is ; she refreshes me.' 

' I wish she had that effect on me,^ said Kent, as the 
other rose to go, and he reflected gloomily that he 
would hear nothing refreshing until the next time they 
met. He begged him to remain a little longer, and, 
when Turquand withstood his persuasions, insisted on 
accompanying him to the station, and parted from him 
on the platform with almost sentimental regret. 

Only his interest in his book sustained him. He had 
got deep enough into it to feel the fascination of it on 
him now, and, though there were still days when he did 
not produce more than a single page, there were others 
on which composition was spontaneous and delightful. 
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and happy sentences seeme J to fall off his pen'^s point of 
their own accord. He wrote under difficulties when the 
summer came, for Cynthia required more and more 
attention ; but while he ofben devoted whole mornings 
or afternoons to her, he made up for it by working on 
the novel half through the night. More than once he 
worked through it entirely, merely forsaking his desk to 
splash in a bath before joining her at breakfast. On 
such occasions, he was in a very good humour, and, to 
have completed his felicity, it was only necessary for 
him to have breakfsusted with a woman to whom he 
could have reported his progress, and cried, ^ Fve come 
to such a point,' or, * That difficulty we foresaw, you 
know, is overcome — a grand idea!' His exhilaration 
speedily evaporated at breakfast, and, if he returned to 
his room an hour later, he did so feeling far less fresh 
than when he had left it. 

Yes, Cynthia demanded many attentions through the 
summer months ; she wsus petulant, capricious, cuid dis- 
solved in tears at the smallest provocation. There was 
much for Kent to consider besides the novel, and also 
there were anticipations in which they momentarily 
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united, and he felt her to be as close to him as dhe was 
dear. But these moments could not make a life, and 
despite the fact that the date when their baby was 
expected to be bom was rapidly approaching, he was 
living more and more within himself. Cynthia had no 
complaint to make against him; if marriage was not 
altogether the elysium she had imagined it would prove, 
she did not hold that to be Humphrey's fault. She 
found him, if eccentric, tender and considerate on the 
whole, but he was bored and weary. His feeling for her 
was the affection of a man for a child, tinged more or 
less consciously by compassion, since he knew that she 
would sob her heart out if she suspected how tedious 
she appeared to him. Though she would have been a 
happier woman with a different man, the cost of the 
mistake they had made was far more heavy to him than 
to her. He realized what a mistake it had been, while 
she was ignorant of it, and for this, at least, he was 
glad. 



CHAPTER X, 

She was very ill after her confinement, and for several 
weeks it was doubtful if she would recover. The boy 
throve, but the mother seemed sinking. The local 
doctor came three times a day, and a physician was 
summoned for consultation, and then other consulta- 
tions were held between the physician and a specialist, 
and it appeared to Kent that he was never remembered 
by Mrs. Walford or the nurse during this period, 
excepting when he was required to write a cheque. 
* You shall see her for a moment by-and-by,' one or 
the other of them would say; *she is to be kept very 
quiet this afternoon. Yes, yes, now you're not to worry ; 
go and work, and you shall be sent; for later on.' JTien 
he would wander round the neglected little sitting-room, 
and note drearily, and without its striking him he might 
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attend to them, that the ferns in the dusty majolica 
pots were dying for want of water,^ or go to his desk, 
and compose, by a dogged effort, at the rate of a word 
a minute, asking himself more anxiously than he had 
done hitherto what sum he might safely expect from 
Messrs. Cousins. His banking account was diminishing 
rapidly under the demands made upon it at this period, 
and he found it almost as hard to write a chapter of a 
novel now as a man who had never attempted such a 
thing before. He returned thanks to Heaven that he 
was not a journalist, to whom the necessity for covering 
a certain number of pages by a stated hour daily was 
imavoidable, and wished himself a mechanic or a petty 
tradesman, whose avocations, he presumed, could be 
fulfilled independently of their moods. 

It wad not until the crisis was past, and Cynthia was 
downstairs again in a wrapper on the sofa, that he began 
to feel he was within measurable distance of the con- 
clusion. The nine months in which he had anticipated 
completing the task had long gone by, but that it would 
have taken him a year did not trouble him, for he knew 
the work to be good. He told her so on an afternoon 

VOL. I. 9 
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when they were alone together iigam, she with her couch 
drawn to the fire, and he sitting at the edge, holding 
her hand. 

* Fm satisfied,^ he declared. * When I say " satisfied,*^ 
you know what I mean, of course ; it^s as well done as I 
expected to do it. Another week, darling, will see it 
finished.*^ 

She patted his arm. 

* Poor old boy ! it hasn^t been a happy time for him 
either, has it ? 

^Fve known jollier. But you're all right again 
now, thank God! and Fm going to pack you off to 
Bournemouth or somewhere soon, to bring your 
colour back. I was speaking to Dr. Roberts about 
it this morning. He said it was just what you 
needed.'* 

'I've been very expensive, Humphrey,' she said wist- 
fully. * How much ? We didn^t think it would cost 
so much as it has, did we ? You should have married 
a big, strong woman, Humphrey, or ' 

' Or what ?' 

* Or nobody,' she murmured. 
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The eyes she fixed upon the fire glittered. He 
squeezed her hand, and laughed constrainedly. 

* Fm quite contented, thank you,' he said, in as light 
a tone as he could manage. ^What are you crying 
for? Your nurse will look daggers at me, and think 
Fve been bulljdng you. Tell me — ^was she kind to 
you ? Fve been haunted by the idea she was treating 
you badly, and you were too frightened of her to let 
anyone know. You're such a kid, little woman, in 
some things — ^such an awful kid.' 

* Not such a kid as you imagine,' she said. * Fve 
been thinking ; Fve thought of many things since baby 
was bom. Often when they believed I was asleep, I 
used to lie and think and think, till I was wretched.' 

* What did you think of?' asked Kent indulgently. 

* You musttft be vexed with me if I tell you. Fve 
thought that, perhaps, although you don't feel it yet- 
though you don't suppose you ever wiU feel it — ^that it 
might have been best for you, seriously and really, if 
you had married nobody, Humphrey ; if you had had 
nothing to interfere with your work, and had lived on 
with Mr. Turquand just as you were. There, now you 
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are vexed. Bend down, and let me smooth that frown 
away.' 

* Whatever put such a stupid idea into your head ?' 
said Kent, wishing pityingly that he had not felt it 
quite so often. * Dotft be a goose, sweetheart ! What 
nonsense ! I should be perfectly lost without you.' 

*I think I suit you better than any other woman 
would,' she said, with pathetic confidence ; * but if you 
had kept single — ^that's what Fve doubted : if you 
wouldn't be better off without a wife at all. Oh, you 
should hear some of the stories nurse has told me of 
places she has been in ! I didn't think there could be 
such awfuhiess in the world. And in the first confine- 
ment, too ! It makes one fear that no woman can ever 
expect to understand any man.' 

* Hang your nurse !' responded Humphrey. * Cackling 
old fool ! I suppose in every situation she is in she 
talks scandal about the last, and where there wasn't 
any, she makes it up. When does she go ?' 

* She can't leave baby until we get another, you 
know. At least, I hope she won't have to.' 

* Another ?' said Kent. 
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^Another nurse. Mamma is going to advertise in 
the Morning Post for us at once. We want a 
thoroughly experienced woman, don''t we, dear? We 
don't know anything about babies ourselves, and '^ 

^ Oh, an experienced one by all means,' he answered. 
* Poor little soul ! we owe him as much as that. Life 
is the cost of the parents' pleasure defrayed by the 
child. We'll make the world as desirable to him as we 
can.' 

He paused for her to comment on his impromptu 
definition of life, by which he was agreeably conscious 
he had said something brilliant ; but it passed by her 
unheeded. He reflected that Turquand would either 
have accorded it approval, or picked it to pieces, and 
that for it to go unnoticed altogether was hard. 

She looked at him tenderly. 

* I knew you would say so,' she replied. * It doesn't 
really make much difference to our expenses whether 
we pay twenty pounds a year or twenty-five, and to 
the kind of nurse we shall get it makes all the difference 
on earth. What shall we call him ?' 

* Him ! You're not going to get a man ?' 
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* Baby, yovHsffly f-^ Have you thought of a name ? / 
have.' 

He was still wishing she had a sense of humour and 
occasionally made a witty remark.. 

* What ?' he inquired. 

* Yours. I want to call him Humphrey. What do 

you say to it ?' 

* What for ? It's ugly. You said so the first time 
you jerked it out. I think we might choose something 
better than that.' 

* But it's yoiu^,' she persisted. * I want him caUed 
by your name — ^I do, I do !' She held his hand tightly, 
and her lips trembled. * If ... if I were ever to lose 
you, Humphrey, I should like our child to be called by 
your name. Don't laugh at me ; I can't help feeling 
that. That night when he was bom— oh, that night ! 
shall I ever forget it ? — and Dr. Roberts looked across at 
me and said, ^^ Well, you have a little son come to see 
you, Mrs. Kent," the first thing I thought was, " We 
can call him Humphrey." I wanted to say it to you 
when they let you in, but I couldn't, I was so tired ; I 
thought it instead. When nurse brought him over to 
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me, or he cried, or I could see him moving m^der the 
blanket in the bassinet, I thought, " There'*s my other 
Humphrey.'^' 

He kissed her, and sat staring at the fire, his con* 
tscience clamorous. He had not realized that he had 
grown so dear to her, and the discovery made his own 
dissatisfaction crueller. He felt a thankless brute, a 
beast. It seemed to him momentarily that the situa- 
tion would be much less painful if the disappointment 
were mutual — ^if she, too, were discontented with the 
bargain she had made. To listen to her speaking m 
such a fashion, and accept her devotion, knowing how 
little devotion she inspired in return, stabbed him. He 
asked himself what he had done that she should love 
him so fondly. He had not openly neglected her, but 
secretly he had done it often, and with relief. Had 
she missed him when he had shut himself in his room, 
not to write, but to wish he had never met her ? His 
mind smote him. 

The question obtruded itself into his reveries during 
the following days, but now at least his plea of being 
busy was always genuine enough, and he was writing 
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fiercely* The pile of manuscript to which he added 
sheet after sheet was heavy and thick, and then there 
came a morning when he went to bed at three, and rose 
again at eight, to begin his final chapter, having told 
the servant he should not go down for luncheon, but 
that she was to bring a sandwich and a glass of claret 
into the room. When one oVlock struck, and she 
entered, tobacco had left him with no appetite and a 
furred tongue. He threw a ^ thank you ** at her, and 
remained in the same bent attitude, his pen traversing 
the paper steadily. He was working with an exaltation 
which rarely seized him, and with which the novelist of 
fiction is depicted as working all the time. In his 
aspect he was untidy enough to have served as an 
admirable model for that personage. He had not 
shaved for three days, and a growth of stubbly beard 
intensified his look of weariness, due to the want of 
sufficient sleep. 

The wind was causing the fire to be more a nuisance 

than a comfort, and every now and again a gust of 

. smoke shot out of the narrow stove, obscuring the page 

before him, and making him cough and swear. The 
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atmosphere was villainous, but, saving in these moments, 
he was unconscious of it. He was near the closing 
lines. His empty pipe was gripped between his teeth, 
and he wanted to refill it, but was averse to take his 
eyes from the paper while he stretched for his pouch - 
and the matches. He was instinctively aware that he 
should refill it the instant he had written the last words, 
but now an access of uncertainty assailed him, and he 
could not decide upon them. He stared at the paper 
without daring to set a sentence down, and drew at the 
empty bowl mechanically , his palate craving for the taste 
of tobacco, while his sight was magnetized by the pen''s 
point hovering under his hand. He sat so for a quarter 
of an hour. Then he wrote with supreme satisfaction 
what he had thought of first, and rejected as impossible. 
His pen was dropped. He drew a breath of thanksgiving 
and relief, and lit his pipe. His novel was done. 

Unlike the novelist of fiction whom he resembled 
exteriorly, he did not weep that the characters who had 
peopled his solitude for the past twelvemonths, and 
whom he loved, were about to leave him for the harsher 
criticism of the world. He was profoundly glad. He 
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felt exhilaration leap in his jaded veins as he picked up 
his pen again and added ^ The End.^ He felt that he 
was free of an enormous load, a tremendous responsi- 
bihty, of which he had acquitted himself well. Every 
morning, with rare exceptions, for a year he had, so to 
speak, awakened with this unfinished novel staring him 
in the face ; every night during a year he had gone up 
the stairs to the bedroom remembering what a lump of 
writing remained to be added to it still. And now it 
was finished; nor could he do it better. Blessed 
thought ! If he recast it chapter by chapter and 
phrase by phrase, he could not handle the idea more 
carefully or strongly than he had handled it in the 
bulky package that lay in front of him — the story told ! 
He was anxious to forward it to the publishers with- 
out delay, but Turquand had so recently referred to his 
expectation of reading it in the manuscript that he 
despatched it to Soho first. * Send it back quickly,' he 
begged, and the journalist's answer in returning the 
parcel reached him on the next evening but one. He 
showed it to Cynthia delightedly. Turquand wrote 
very warmly. The manuscript was sent to Messrs. 
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Cousins with a note, requesting them to give it their 
early consideration ; and now Kent was asked constantly 
by the Walfords if they had written yet, and what 
terms he had obtained. Cynthia had not regained 
enough strength to care to travel at present, and her 
parents and brother generally spent the evening at 
No. 64, where, truth to tell, Kent found the interest 
his wife^s parents manifested in the matter rather a 
nuisance. His father-in-law evidently held that it was 
derogatory for him to be kept waiting a fortnight for 
his publishers^ offer, and Mrs. Walford made so many 
foolish inquiries and ridiculous suggestions that he was 
sometimes in danger of being rude. Caesar alone dis- 
played no curiosity in a matter so frivolous, but listened 
with his superior air, which tried Rentes patience even 
more. The fat young man^s d^ut had been postponed 
again. Now he was to appear for certain in the spring, 
and he explained, m a tone implying that he could, if 
he might, impart esoteric and extraordinary feu^, that 
the delay had been politic. 

^ No outsider can have any idea,^ he said languidly, 
^what wheels within wheels there are in our world.^ 



140 A DAUGHTER OF THE PHILISTINES 

(He meant the operatic world, into which he was 
ambitious to squeeze a foot.) *This last season it 
would have been madness for a new bass to sing in 
London ; he was doomed before he opened his mouth — 
doomed !^ He looked at the ceiling with a meditative 
smile, as if dwelling upon curiously amusing circum- 
stances. * Very funny !' he added. 

Excepting his master, he did not know a professional 
singer in England, and, whenever a benefit concert was 
to be given, would chase the organizer all over the 
town in hansoms, and telegraph him for an appoint- 
ment *on urgent business,' in the hope of prevailing 
upon him to let him appear at it ; but his assurance 
was so consummate that — albeit one was aware he had 
not yet done anything at all — ^he almost persuaded one 
while he talked that he was the pivot round which the 
musical world revolved. Caesar excepted, Kent had 
really no grounds for complaint against the Walfords. 
The others' queries might worry him, but their 
cordiality was extreme ; and they made Cynthia relate 
Turquand's opinion of the book — ^for which no title had 
been found — again and again. Even the stock-jobber's 



A DAUGHTER OF THE PHHJSTINES 141 

view that a fortnight's silence was surprising was due to 
an exaggerated estimate of the author'^s importance, 
and Mrs. Walford, when she re&ained firom giving him 
advice, appeared to think him a good deal cleverer now 
that the manuscript was in Messrs. Cousins^ hands than 
she had done while it was lying on his desk. Indeed, 
there were moments at this stage when his mother-in- 
law gushed at him with an ardour that reminded him 
of the early days of his acquaintance with her in 
Dieppe. 



CHAPTER XI. 

^Well, have those publishers of yours made you an 
oflFer yet ? 

* No, sir ; I haven'*t heard from them.' 

* You should drop them a line,' said Walford irritably. 
* Dam nonsense ! How long have they had the thing 
now ?' " 

* About three weeks.' 

* Drop 'em a line ! They may keep you waiting a 
month if you don't wake them up. Don't you think 
so, Cynthia ? He ought to write.' 

* I dare say we shall have a letter in a day or two, 
papa. We were afraid you weren't coming round this 
evening; you're late. How d'ye do, mamma? How 
d'ye do. Aunt Emily ?' 

* And how are you ?' asked Mrs. Walford. * Have 
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you made up your mind about Bournemouth yet ? She 
is quite fit to go now, Humphrey. You ought to pack 
her off at once ; there'^s nothing to wait for now youVe 
got yom* nurse. How does she suit you ? 

* She seems all right,^ said C3mthia, rather doubtfully. 
* A little consequential, perhaps — ^that is all.' 

* Oh, you mustn'^t stand any airs and graces ; put 
her in her place at the start. What has she 
done ?' 

* She hasn't done anything, only "* 

* She's om* first,' explained Kent, * and we're somewhat 
in awe of her. She was surprised to find that there 
weren't two nurseries-she is frequently « surprised," 
and then we apologize to her.' 

* Don't be so absurd !' murmured his wife ; * he does 
exaggerate so, mamma ! No ; but, of coiurse, she has 
always been in better situations, with people richer than 
us. . . . " Us ?" ' she repeated questioningly, looking at 
Kent with a smUe. 

He laughed a negative. 

* Than we, then ! And she is the least bit in the 
world too self-important.' 
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^Than " we^?' echoed Mrs. Walford. ^Than " we""? 
Nonsense ! " Than m'^V 

Kent pulled his moustache silently, and there was a 
moment^s pause. 

* Than tis P said the lady again defiantly. * Unques- 
tionably it is " than w* *" !' 

*Very well,' he replied.; ^Fm not arguing about it, 
mater.** 

* / always say " than us,^ ' said Sam Walford good- 
humom^ly. * Ain't it right T 

* No,' said Miss Wix ; * of course it isn't, Sam.' 

* Ridiculous !' declared Mrs. Walford, with asperity. 
^"Than we" is quite wrong — quite ungrammatical. I 
don't care who says it isn't — I say it i*.' 

* A literary man might have been supposed to know,' 
said Miss Wix ironically. * But Humphrey is mistaken 
too, then ? 

* What is the difiTerence — what does it matt^ ?' put 
in Cynthia. 'There is nothing to get excited about, 
mamma.' 

* I'm not in the least excited,' said her mother, with a 
white face ; * but I don't accept anybody's contradiction 
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on such a point. Fm not to be convinced to the contrary 
when Fm sure Fm correct.** 

' Well, leVs return to our muttons," said Kent. * Once 
upon a time there was a nurse, and '* 

* Oh, you are very funny V Mrs* Walford exclaimed. 
' Let me tell you, you don'^t know anything about it. 
And as to Emily, I don't take any notice of her at all. 
She may say what she likes.** 

* What I like is the Queetfs English,' said Miss Wix, 
* since you don''t mind. This lively conversation must 
be very good for Cynthia. Humphrey, you're quite a 
member of the family, you see. We are rude to one 
another in front of you. Isn't it nice ?* 

* I shouldn't come to you to learn politeness, either,' 
retorted Mrs. Walford hotly. *I shouldn't come to 
you to learn politeness or grammar, either. You are 
most rude yourself — most ill-bred !' 

' That'll do — thaf 11 do,' said the stock-jobber ; * we 
don't want a row. Dam it ! let everybody say what 
they choose ; it aitft a hanging matter, I suppose, if 
they're wrong.' 

* Fm not wrong, Sam. Humphrey, just tell me this : 
VOL. I. 10 
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Do you say "than whom" or "than who*"? Now, 
thenP 

*You say "than whom,'' but it's the one instance 
where the comparative does govern the objective in 
English. And Angus, or Morell, or somebody august, 
even denies that it ought to govern it there.' 

She looked momentarily disconcerted. Then she said : 

* All I maintain is that " than we " is very pedantic 
in ordinary conversation — ^very pedantic indeed ; and I 
shall stick to my opinion if you argue for ever. " Than 
us" is much more usual, and much more euphonious. 
I consider it's much more euphomous than the other. I 
prefer it altogether.' 

Miss Wix emitted a little tart laugh. 

' You may consider it more euphonious to say " heggs " 
and " happles," ' she observed ; * but I suppose you don't 
do it.' 

Her sister turned to her wrathfully, and the ensuing 
passage at arms was terminated by the spinster putting 
her handkerchief to her eyes and beginning to cry. 

^ I am not to be spoken to so,' she faltered — ^ I am 
not ! Oh, I quite understand — ^I know what it means ; 
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but this is the last time I will be trampled on and 
insulted — ^the last time, Sam.** 

* Don't be a fool, Emily ; nobody wants to " trample *" 
on you. You can give as good as you get, too. What 
an infernal rumpus about nothing, anyhow ! Ton my 
soul ! I think you have both gone crazy .^ 

*I am in the way — ^yes; and I am shown every 
hom* that Fm in the way!' she sobbed, in crescendo. 
^ Humphrey is a witness how I am treated. I will not 
stop where Fm not wanted. This is the end of it. I 
will go — ^I will take a situation !' 

Everybody excepting the offender endeavoured to 
pacify her. Cynthia put an arm about her waist, and 
spoke consolingly, while Walford patted her on the 
back. Humphrey brought her whisky-and-water, but 
she waved it aside violently, reiterating her resolve. 

^ I will take a situation ; I have made up my mind. 
Thank Heaven! Fm not quite dependent on a sister 
and a brother-in-law yet. Thank Heaven I I have the 
health to work for my living. I would rather live in 
one room on a pound a week than remain with you. I 
shall leave your house the moment I can get somethuig 
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to do. I will be a paid " companion ^ — I will go into 
a shop !^ And she went into hysterics. 

When she recovered from the attack, she drank the 
whisky-and-water tearfully, and begged Kent to escort 
her back to The Hawthorns at once. He complied 
amiably, and attempted on the way to dissuade her 
from the determination she had expressed. It was his 
iirst experience of this phase of Miss Wix, and he was 
a good deal surprised by the valour she displayed. 
Her weakness had passed, and the light of resolution 
shone in the little woman^s eye. Her nostrils were 
expanded; her carriage was firm and erect. He felt 
it was no empty boast when she asserted stoutly that 
she should go to a registry-office on the morrow — nor 
was it ; she probably would do as much as that — she 
was quite sincere. But the prospect of emplojrment 
was as the mart3rr^s stake or an arena ftdl of lions, to 
her mind ; and, after the office had been visited, the 
decision of her manner would perceptibly decrease, and 
the heroism in her eye subside, imtil at last she trembled 
in a cold perspiration lest her relatives meant to take 
her at her wonL 
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* It will be a small household if you go,' he said ; * I 
suppose Caesar i¥on''t live at home after he " comes out,^ 
and your sister and brother-in-law will be left by them- 
selves.' 

Miss Wix sniffed. 

* When he " comes out.*" ** 

*Yes; he seems to have been rather a long while 
doing it,' answered Kent. *But there can't be any 
doubt about it this time ; the agreement for the spring 
is drawn up, and signed, I hear.' 

They were passing a lamp-post. Miss Wix's mouth 
was the size of a sixpence, and her eyebrows had entirely 
disappeared under her bonnet. 

* It always is,' she said. * The agreements are always 
drawn up, and signed— and written in invisible ink. I 
don't seem to remember the time when that young man 
zcasrCt coming out "next spring," and I knew him in 
his cradle. He was an affected horror then.' 

Kent laughed to himself in walking home ; he had 
suspected the accuracy of the proud parents' statements 
before, just as he suspected when he had been invited 
t^ meet an operatic celebrity at dinner at The Haw- 
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thorns, who sent the telegram of excuse which was 
shown him to explain the non-arrival of the star. He 
wondered how much the Walfords' foolishness and his 
pupiPs vanity had been worth to the Italian singing- 
master, who gesticulated about the drawing-room and 
foretold such triumphs. 

When he re-entered No. 64, he was relieved to find 
the company quite cheerful again ; they even seemed to 
be in high spirits, and the cause was promptly ascer- 
tained. Cynthia pointed radiantly to a letter that was 
lying on the table. 

•For you,' she cried, *from Cousins. Read it 
quickly ; we're all dying of impatience, but I wouldn't 
open it. How did you leave Aunt Emily ? 

* She is going to bed,* he said, tearing the envelope 
apart. 

His heart had leapt, and he only trusted he was not 
destined to be damped by the suggested price. The others 
sat eagerly regarding him, waiting for him to speak. 
C)mthia tried to guess the amount by his expression. 

* Well,' said Mrs. Walford at last—* well ? What do 
they say .'*' 
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Kent put the note down slowly with a face from 
which all the colour had gone. His lips shook, and 
his voice was not imder control as he answered. 

*They haven't accepted it,' he said huskily; Hhey 
are returning it to me. They don't think it's good.' 

* What ? she ejaculated. 

* Oh, Humphrey !' she heard Cynthia gasp ; and then 
there were some seconds in which he was conscious that 
everyone was staring at him, and would have paid 
heavily to be in the room alone. That Messrs. 
Cousins might refuse the book after such reviews as had 
been written upon his last was a calamity that he had 
never contemplated, and he felt absolutely paralyzed 
and speechless. When he had been despondent he had 
imagined the publishers proposing to pay a couple of 
hundred poimds for it; when he had been gloomier 
still, he had fancied the sum would be a himdred and 
fifty ; in moments of profound depression he had even 
groaned, * I shan't obtain a shilling more for it than I 
did for the other one.' But to be rejected, * declined 
with thanks,' was a shock for which he was totally 
unprepared. It almost da^ed him. 



\ 
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* What do you mean ?' demanded Sam Walford, 
breaking the silence angrily. * Not accepting it ? But 
— ^but — ^this is a fine sort of thing! It takes you a 
year to write, and then they dotft accept it. A dam 
good business you're in, upon my word !** 

' Hush, Sam f said Mrs. Walford. * What do they 
say ? what reason do they give ? Let me look.' 

Kent handed her the letter mutely, his wife watching 
him with startled, compassionate eyes, and she read it 
aloud : 

* « Deae Sir, 

* " We are obliged for the kind oflfer of yom* MS., 
to which our most careful consideration has been given.'' ' 

(*Been better if they'd considered it a little less,' 
remarked Walford.) 

* " We regret to say, however, that, in view of our 
reader's report, we are reluctantly forced to decide that 
the construction of the story precludes any hope of its 
succeeding. The faults seem inherent to the story, and 
irremediable, and we are therefore returning the MS. to 
you to-day, with our compliments and thanks."' 
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*Ha, haf said Kent wildly; *they return it with 
their compliments !' 

' I don^t see anything to laugh at,^ said his mother- 
in-law with temper ; * I call it dreadful ! Anything but 
funny, Fm sure.' 

* Do you think so ?' he said. * / call it very funny. 
There^s a touch of humour about their " compliments ^ 
that would be hard to beat.** 

*Ah/ said Walford disagreeably, 'your mother-in- 
law^'s sense of humour istft so keen and " literary " as 
yoiu^. She only sees that yom* yearns work isn't worth 
a tinker's curse !' 

* Papa !' murmured Cynthia, wincing. 
Kent's mouth closed viciously. 

' Against your judgment on such a matter, sir,' he 
said, ' of course there can be no appeal.' 

* It ain't my judgment,' answered Walford ; * it's your 
own publishers'. It's no good putting on the sarcastic, 
nay boy. Here ' — ^he caught up the letter as he spoke, 
and slapped it — *here you've got the opinion of a 
practical man, and he tells you the thing's valueless. 
There's no getting away from facts.' 
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* 

* And / say the thing^s strong, sound work,' exclaimed 
Kent, * and the reader's an ass ! Oh, what's the use of 
arguing with you ! You see it rejected, and so to you 
it's rubbish ; and when you see it paid for, to you it will 
be very good. I want some whisky — ^has " Aunt Emily '*' 
drunk it all T He helped himself liberally, and invited 
his father-in-law to follow his example. Walford shook 
his head with a grunt. ' You won't have a drink .? / 
wHl ; I want to return thanks for Messrs. Cousins' com- 
pliments. It's very flattering to receive compliments 
from one's publishers. Fm afraid you none of you 
appreciate it as much as you ought. We are having a 
very jolly evening, aren't we, with hysterics and re- 
jections? And whisky's good for both. Well, sir, 
what have you got to say next ?' 

* I think we'll say ** good-night," said Mrs. Walford 
coldly; *I will be round in the morning, Cynthia. 
Come, Sam, it's past ten.' 

She rose, and put on her cape, Kent assisting her. 
The stock-jobber took leave of him with a scowl ; and 
when the last adieu had been exchanged, Cynthia and 
the unfortimate author stood on the hearth vis-k-vis. 
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The girl was relieved that her parents were gone. The 
atmosphere had been electric, and made her nervous of 
what might happen next. She had been looking forward, 
besides, to consoling him when the door closed — ^to his 
lying in her arms under her kisses, while she smoothed 
away his mortification. She could enter into his mood 
to-night better than she had entered into any of them 
yet, and she ached with pity for him. To turn to his 
wife on any matters connected with his work, however, 
never entered his* head any more, so that when she 
murmiued deprecatingly, * Papa didn't mean anything 
by what he said, darling, I know ; you musttft be vexed 
with him,' all he did was to reply, * Oh, he hasn't made 
an enemy for life, my dear ! K you are going up to 
yom* room now, I think Fll take a stroll.' 

She said, *Do, and — and cheer up;' but her heart 
sank miserably. He dropped a kiss on her cheek with 
a response as feeble as her own, and went out. A woman 
may have little comprehension of her husband's work, 
and yet feel the tenderest S3rmpathies for the disappoint- 
ments that it brings him, but of this platitude the 
novelist had shown himself ignorant. 
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Cynthia did not go up to her room at once. She sat 
down beside the dying fire and ruminated. She asked 
herself— in the hour in ^hich she had come mentaUy 
nearest to him — ^if, after all, Hmnphrey and she were 
united so closely as she had supposed. 



CHAPTER Xn. 

She loved him. ,When they married, perhaps neither 
had literally loved the other, but the girl had aroused 
much stronger feelings in the man than the man had 
wakened in the girl ; to-day the position was reversed, 
and this perception that he did not find her so com- 
panionable as she had dreamed was the commencement 
of ii struggle to render herself a companion to him. 

If she had been a woman of keener intuitions, she 
must have perceived it long ago, but her intuitions were 
not keen. She was not so dull as he thought her, nor 
was she so dull as when she became his wife, but a 
woman of the most rapid intelligence she would never 
be. Her heart was greater than her mind — much 
greater ; her heart entitled her to a devotion she was 
far from receiving. To her mind marriage had made 
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a trifling difference ; her sensibilities it had developed 
enormously. Her husband overlooked the latter, and 
chafed at the former. Fortimately for her peace, her 
tardy perception of their relations did not embrace quite 
so much as that. 

She stayed in Bournemouth a fortnight, and when 
she came home her efforts to acquire the quickness that 
she lacked, to talk in the same strain as Kent, to utter 
the kind of extravagance which seemed to be his idea 
of wit, were laboured and pathetic. Especially as he 
did not notice them. She read the books he admired, 
and was bored by them more frequently than she was 
moved. She attempted, in fact, to mould herself upon 
him, and she attempted it with such scanty encourage- 
ment, and with so little apparent result, that, if her 
imitation had not become instinctive by degrees, she 
would have been destined to formally renoimce it in 
despair. 

He was not at this time the most agreeable of 
models; he was too humiliated and anxious. Though 
Mr. and Mrs. Walford were superficially affable again, 
he felt a difference that he could not define in their 
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manner, and was always uncomfortable in their pre- 
sence. He had called the book ^The Eye of the 
Beholder,^ and submitted it to Messrs. Percival and 
King, but February waned without any communication 
arriving from the firm, and once more his wife's parents 
asked him almost every day if he had ^ any news.** His 
only prop was Turquand, whom he often went to town 
to see now. Turquand had been genuinely dismayed 
by Messrs. Cousins' refusal, and it was by his advice 
that the author had selected Percival and King to try 
next. Kent awaited their verdict feverishly. Not only 
was his humiliation bad to bear, but his pecuniary posi- 
tion was beginning to be serious, and the Walfords' 
knowledge of the fact aggravated the unpleasantness 
of it. 

Messrs. Percival sent the manuscript back at the end of 
April. They did not oflFer any criticism upon the work, as 
the others had done ; they regretted merely that in the 
present state of the book market they could not under- 
take the publication of * The Eye of the Beholder.' 

Then the novelist packed it up again, and despatched 
it to Fendall and Green. Messrs. Fendall and Green 



160 A DAUGHTER OF THE PHILISTINES 

were longer in replying, and the fact of the second 
rejection could not be withheld from the Walfords. 
After they had heard of it, the change in their manner 
towards him was more marked. They obviously re- 
garded him as a poor pretender in Literature, and her 
mother admitted as much to Cynthia once. 

* Well, mamma,^ said Cynthia valiantly, * I don't see 
how you can speak like that. It is terribly imfor- 
tunate, and he is very worried, but you know what 
Humphrey's reviews have been — ^nothing can take away 
the success he has had,'' 

* Oh, ** reviews '^ ? said Mrs. Walford, with impa- 
tience. * He musn't talk to us about " reviews "^ ! Of 
course all those were "worked'' for him by Cousins. 
We are behind the scenes, you know ; we are aware 
what such things are worth.' 

This conviction of hers, that his publishers had paid 
a few pounds for various columns in praise of him in 
the leading London papers, was not to be shaken. 
Cynthia did not repeat it to him, and Kent did not 
divine it, but Miss Wix — who had consented to remain 
at The Hawthorns — appeared quite a lovable person 
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to him now in comparison with his wife'^s mother. Of 
intention Louisa did not snub him, the stock-jobber 
was not rude to him deliberately, but both felt that 
their girl had done badly indeed for herself, and 
their very tones in addressing him were new and re- 
sentful. 

In secret they were passionately mortified on another 
score. Their prodigy, the coming bass, had once more 
failed to secure a d^ut, and at last there was no help 
for it but to admit that the thought of a musical career 
for him must be abandoned. The circumstances sur- 
rounding this final failure were veiled in mystery, even 
from Cynthia, but the fact was sufficiently damning in 
itself. The wily Pincocca was paid fees no longer, and 
Caesar took a trip to Berlin with a company-promoter 
his father knew, and who did not speak German, while 
his mother invented an explanation. 

Yes, it was a trying time for the Walfords, their 
swans turning out to be ganders both together, and 
that one of them had been acquired, not hatched, was 
more than they could forgive themselves or him. There 
were occasions, too, when Kent was more than slighted 
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now, when there was no disguise made at all. One day 
in July Walford said to him : 

* I tell you what it is, Humphrey : this can't go on. 
You'll have to give your profession up and look for a 
berth, my boy. How's your account now ?' 

* Pretty low,' confessed his son-in-law, feeling like a 
lad being rebuked for a misdemeanoiur. 

Walford looked at him indignantly. 

* Ha !' he said. ^ It's a nice position, 'pon my word ! 
And no news, I suppose — ^nothing fresh ?' 

^ Nothing, sir.' 

* You'll have to chuck it all. You'll have to chuck 
this folly of yours, and put your shoulder to the wheel, 
and work.' 

* I thought I did work,' said Kent doggedly. ^ Do 
you think Literature is a game ? 

^ I think it is an infernal rotten game — ^yes !' 

* Ah, well, there,' said Kent, ^ many literary men 
have agreed with you.' 

* You'll have to put your mind to something serious. 
If you only earn thirty bob a week, it's more than your 
novels bring you in. What yoiu* wife and child will do» 
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Grod knows — ^have to come to us, I suppose. A fine 
thing for a girl married eighteen months P 

*She hasn'^t arrived at it yet,' answered Kent, very 
white, ^ and I don'^t fancy she will. Many thanks for 
the invitation.** 

Walford stopped short — ^they had met in the High 
Road — and cocked his head at him, his legs apart. 
* *Will you take a berth in the City for a couple 
of quid, if I can get you oneT he demanded 
sharply. 

* No,' said Kent, * TU be damned if I will ! Til stick 
to my pen, whatever happens, and FU stick to my wife 
and child, too !' 

The other did not pinrsue the conversation, but on 
the next occasion that Humphrey saw Louisa she told 
him that his father-in-law was very incensed against 
him for his ingratitude. 

^ It is sometimes advisable for a man to change his 
business,' she said. ^ A man goes into one business, 
and if it doesn't pay he tries another. Your father-in- 
law is much older than you, and — er — ^naturally more 
experienced. I think you ought to listen to his 
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opinion with more respect. Especially under the 
circumstances.^ 

^ Oh ?'' he replied. * Have you said that to Cynthia ?' 

^ No ; it is not necessary to say it to anybody but 
you. And it might make her unhappy. She is troubled 
enough without.** 

She had, as a matter of fact, said it to her with much 
eloquence the afternoon before. 

^ And another thing,^ she continued : ^ I am bound to 
say I don^t see any grounds for your believing — er — er 
— that your profession has any prizes in store for you, 
even if you could a£Pord to remain in it. You mustn'^t 
mind my speaking plainly, Humphrey. You are a 
young man, and — er — ^you have no one to advise you, 
and you may thank me for it one day.^ 

^ Let me thank you now,** he mm*mured, fighting to 
conceal his rage. 

* If you can,^ she said, * if you feel it, I am very glad. 
You see what you have done : you wrote a book, which 
you got very little for — some nice reviews' — she 
smiled meaningly — ^ which we needn'^t talk about. And 
then you spend a year on another, which nobody wants. 
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To succeed as a novelist, one must have a very strong 
gift ; there is no doubt about it. A novelist must be 
very brilliant to do any good to-day — ^very brilliant ! 
He wants — er — to know the world — to know the 
world, and — er — oh, he must be very polished — ^very 
smart !** 

* I see,** he said shakily, as she paused. * You don't 
think Fve the necessary qualifications ?' 

* You have aptitude,' she said ; * you have a certain 

aptitude, of course, but to make it your profession 

So many young men, who have been educated, could 
write a novel. You happen to have done it ; others 
haven't the time. They open a business, or go on the 
Stock Exchange, or perhaps they haven't the patience. 
Fm afraid your publishers did you a mistaken kindness 
by those unfortunate reviews.' 

* How do you mean ?' he asked. * Yes, the reviewers 
didn't agree with you, did they ?' 

She smiled again, and spread her hands abroad 
expressively. 

* Oh, they were very pretty, very nice to have ; but — 
er — ^newspaper notices do not take tis in. Naturally, 
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those were paid for. Cousins and Co. arranged with 
the papers for all that.^ 

<With ' 

He looked at her open-mouthed, as the names of 
some of the journals in which he had been eulogized 
recurred to him. 

* With them all,' she said. ^ Oh yes ! You must 
remember we are quite behind the scenes.' 

^Kncocca,' he said musingly. *Yes, you knew 
Pincocca ! But he was a singing-master, and he doesn't 
come here now.' 

^ Oh, Pincocca was one of many— one of very many.' 
She giggled nervously. ^ How very laughable that you 
should suppose I meant Pincocca ! You mustn't forget 
that Csesar knows everybody. I'm almost glad he isn't 
going in for the stage on that account. He brought such 
crowds to the house at one time that really we lived in a 
whirl. I believe — ^between ourselves — ^that this man he 
has gone to Berlin with is at the bottom of his throwing 
up his career. A financier. A Mr. McCullough. One 
of the greatest powers in the City. And— er — Caesar 
was always wonderfully shrewd in these things. Don't 
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say anything, but I believe McCuUough wants to keep 
him.'* 

^ I won'*t say a word,' he said. 

* McCuUough controls millions,'* she gasped ; * and 
your father-m-law thinks, from certain rumours he has 
heard, that he'^s persuaded Caesar to join him in some 
negotiations he has with the Grerman Grovemment. 
Of course we mustn'^t breathe a whisper — ^hush ! What 
were we saying ? Oh yes, Fm afraid those unfortunate 
reviews have done you more harm than good. Nothing 
great in the City can be got for you, because you 
haven't the commercial experience, but a clerkship 
would be better than doing nothing. You must 
really think about it, Humphrey, if you can't do any- 
thing for yourself. As your father-in-law says, you 
are sitting down with your hands in your pockets, 
eating up your last few pounds.' It occurred to her 
that a clerkship and the ease with which her son 
was obtaining a partnership in millions formed a con- 
trast. *0f course,' she added, * Caesar always did 
have a head for finance. And — er — ^he's a way witli 
him. He has aplomb and address that make hiiu 
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immensely valuable for negotiations with a Govern- 
ment. If^s di£Perent in his case.** 

Kent left her, and cursed aloud. He went the same 
evening to Turquand'^s, partly as a relief to his feelings, 
and partly to ask his friend'^s opinion of the feasibility of 
his procuring any journalistic work. 

* For Heaven'*s sake, talk !^ he exclaimed, as he went 
in and flung himself down in the rickety chair that 
used to be his own. ^ Say anything you like, but talk. 
Tve just had an hour and a half of my mother-in-law 
neat ! Take the taste out of my mouth. Turk, I wish 
I were dead ! What the devil is to be the end of it ? 
The Walfords say " a clerkship *" ! Oh, my God, you 
should hear the Walfords ! Fve " a little aptitude,*" but 
I mustn't be conceited. I mustn'^t seriously call myself a 
novelist. IVe frivolled away a year on " The Eye of the 
Beholder,*" and Cousins squared the reviewers for me on 
the Spectator and the Saturday and the rest ! Look 
here, I must get something to do. Don'^t you know 
of anything ? can'^t you introduce ine to an editor who 
wants a genius ? isn't there anything stirring at all ? 
rm buried ; I live m a red-brick tomb in Streatham ; 
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I hear nothing, and see nobody, except my blasted 
parents-in-law. But you'^re in the thick of it; you 
sniff the mud of Fleet Street every day ; you'^re the 
salaried sub of a paper thafs going to put a cover 
on itself, and ^^ throw it in ^ at the penny ; you '* 

* *'' 'Ave flung my tharsands gily ter the benefit of tride, 
And gin'rally (they tells me) done the grand," ' 

said Turquand. 

*Yes; I know all about that; but surely you can 
advise me of a chance ? I don'*t say an opening, but a 
chance of an opening. Man alive, the outlook^s as dark 
as the devil ! I shall be stony directly. You must !' 

* Fendalls have still not written, eh ?^ 

* No ; Fendalls^ regrets haven'^t come yet. How 
about short stories ?** 

* You didn^t find 'em particularly lucrative, did you ?** 

* A guinea each ; one in six months^ No ; but I 
want to be invited to contribute : " Can you let us 
have anything this month, Mr. Kent ?*" ' 

* My dear chap ! should I have stuck to TTie Outpost 

m 

all these years if I had such advice to give away ? I 
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did^ — ^he coughed, and spat out an invisible shred of 
tobacco — ^ I did stick to it.' 

* You weren't going to say that. You were going to 
say, "I did advise you once, but you would marry.'' 
Well, I don't complain that I married. The only fault 
I have to find with my wife is that she's the Walfords' 
daughter. She's not literary, but she's a very good 
girl. Don't blink facts, Turk ; my money would have 
lasted longer if I hadn't married, but I shouldn't have 
got my novel taken because I was single. The point of 
this situation is that, after being lauded to the skies by 
every paper of importance in England, I can't place the 
book I write next at any price at all, nor find a way to 
earn bread and cheese by my pen ! If a musician had 
got such criticisms on a composition, he would be a 
made man. If an artist had had them on a picture, 
the ball would be at his feet. If an actor had got 
them on a performance, he would be offered eng£^- 
ments at a hundred a week. In Literature alone such 
an anomalous and damnable condition of affairs as mine 
is possible. You can't deny it.' 

^ I don't,' said Turquand. 



CHAPTER XIII. 

Nor did the conference, which was protracted until a 
late hour, provide an outlet to the dilemma; it was 
agreeable, but it did not lead anywhere. If he should 
hear of anything, he would certainly let the other 
know; that was the most the sub-editor could say. 
Authors are not offered salaries to write their novels, 
and Kent was not a journalist by temperament, nor 
possessed of any journalistic experience. As to tales or 
articles for The Outpost^ that paper did not publish 
feuiUetons, and their rate for other matter was seven 
and sixpence a column. However, some attempt had 
to be made, and Kent went to town every day, and 
Cynthia saw less of him than when he had been writing 
*The Eye of the Beholder.** He hunted up his few 
acquaintances, and haimted the literary club that he 
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had joined in the flush of his success. He applied for 
various posts that he saw were vacant by the Daily 
NewSy and inserted a skilfiilly-framed advertisement in 
the Athenceum. No answer ever arrived, and the trades- 
men'^s bills, and the poor rates, and the gas notices, and 
the very competent nurse'^s wages, continued to fall due 
in the meanwhile. When the competent nurse's were 
not due, the incipient lunatic's were. Dr. Roberts'* 
account came in, and the sight of his pass-book now 
literally terrified the young man. 

They had not been married quite two years yet, and 
he asked himself if they had been extravagant, in view 
of this evidence of the rapidity with which money had 
melted; but, excepting the style in which they had 
furnished, he could not perceive any cause for such self- 
reproach. They had lived comfortably, of course, but 
if the novel had been placed when it was finished, they 
could have continued to live just as comfortably while 
he wrote the neit. He feared they would have to take 
a bill of sale on the too expensive furniture, and that 
way lay destitution. Cynthia's composure imder the 
circumstances surprised him. He told her so. 
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*It will all come righV she said. 'You are sure 
to get something soon, and perhaps Fendall and 
Green will accept "The Eye of the Beholder ''—ful- 
somely/ 

This was an improvement, for a few months since 
she would have been unable to recollect the firm^s name, 
and have referred to them vaguely as * the publishers/ 
He felt the sense of intimacy deepen as ' Fendall and 
Green ** dropped glibly from her lips, and the * fulsomely "* 
made him feel quite warm towards her. 

*Have you told your people how low we areT he 
asked. 

She shook her head. 

* Why should I ? That is our aflFair.'' 

* So it is,' he assented. * Poor little girl ! ifs awful 
rough on you, though. I wonder you aren't playing 
with straws. You didn't know what economy meant 
when we married.' 

Praise from him was nectar and ambrosia to her. 
She wanted to embrace him, but felt that if she 
embraced the opportunity to give a happy definition 
of economy it would be appreciated better. She 



174 A DAUGHTER OF THE PHHJSTINES 

perched herself on the arm of his chair, and struggled 
to evolve an epigram. As she could not think of one, 
49he said : 

* What nonsense !' 

^ I wish you had read the book, and liked it/ said 
Kent, speaking spontaneously. 

* Say you wish Fd read it ?' replied his wife. 

^ Oh, you^d like it, because it was mine. But I mean 

I wish- "^ 

< What ?' 

* I don''t know.** 

She twisted a piece of his hair round her finger. 

* My taste is much maturer than it was,' she averred, 
with satisfeiction. * Somehow, I can't stand the sort of 
things that used to please me ; I don't know how I was 

« 

able to read them. They bore me now.' 

He smiled. As she had often done to him before, 
she seemed a child masquerading in a woman's robes. 

* You're getting quite a critic !' 

*Well,' she said happily, * you'll laugh, but I got 
"A Peacock's Tail" from the library, and when the 
review in the Chronicle came out, the reviewer said 
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just what rd felt about it. He did. Fm not such 
a silly as you think, you see.' 

*My dearf he cried, 'I never thought you were a 
"silly.^' 

*Not very wise, though. Oh, I know what I lack, 
Humphrey ; but I am better than I was — ^I am really ! 
Remember, I never heard Literature talked about until 
I met you ; it was all new to me when we married, 
and — if youVe noticed it — you €u:en''t very, very 
interested in anything else. The longer we live 
together, the more — ^the nicer I shall be.** 

He answered lightly : 

* You are nice enough now.** 
But he was touched. 

After a long pause, and as if uttering the conclusion 
of a train of thought aloud, she mmmured : 

* Baby's got yow shaped head.' 

<I hope to God it'll be worth more to him than 
mine to me !' he exclaimed. 

She was silent again. 

^ What are you so serious for, all of a sudden ?' he 
said, looking round. 
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Cynthia bent over him quickly with a caress, and 
sprang up. 

* It was you who wanted the fs crossed for once,' she 
said tremulously. ^ There, now I must go and knock 
at the nursery door, and ask if Fm allowed to go in.** 

The man of acute perceptions wondered what she 
meant, and in what way he had shown himself dull 
at comprehending so transparent a girl. 

It was in October, when less than twenty poimds 
remained to them, that something at last turned up. 
Turquand had learnt that a sub-editor was required 
on The World and his Wife, a weekly joiunal recently 
started for the benefit of the English and Americans 
in Paris. The editor was familiarly known as * Billy ** 
Beaufort, and the proprietor was a sporting Baronet 
who had reduced his income from fourteen thousand 
per annmn to eight by financing, and providing with 
the diamonds, which were the brightest feature of her 
performances, a lady who fancied she was an actress. 
Beaufort had been the one dramatic critic who did 
not say she was painful, and it was Beaufort who had 
latterly assured the Baronet that Tlie World and his 
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Wife would realize a fortune. He had gone about 
London assuring people that various enterprises would 
realize a fortune for thirteen years — ^that was his 
business — ^but the Baronet was the first person who 
believed him. Then Billy Beaufort took his watch, 
and his scarf-pin, and his sleeve - links away from 
Attenborough's — when in funds he could always pawn 
himself for a considerable amount — and turned up at 
the club, whose secretary had been writing him unkind 
letters on the subject of his subscription, resplendent 
again. The only alloy to his complacence, though it 
did not diminish it to any appreciable degree, was that 
he was scarcely more qualified to edit a paper than 
was a landsman to navigate a ship. He described 
himself as a journalist, and the description was probably 
as accurate as any other he could have furnished of 
a definite order; but he was a journalist whose attain^ 
ments were limited to puffing a prospectus and serving 
up a r^chauflK from Truth. He was never attached 
to a paper for longer than two or three months, but 
while he was so he was usually attached to a woman 
too. He drove in hansoms every day of the year ; 
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always appeared to have bought his hat half an hour 
ago ; affected a big picotee as a buttonhole, and lived 
heaven alone knew how. While he was ridiculed in 
Fleet Street as a penman, he was treated with deference 
there on account of his reputed smartness in the City^ 
and — while the City laughed at his business preten- 
sions — ^there he was respected for his supposed abilities 
in Fleet Street. So he beamed out of the hansoms 
perkily, and drove from one atmosphere of esteem 
to another, waving a gloved hand to clever men who 
envied him en route. 

In days gone by he had tasted a spell of actual 
prosperity. By what coup he had made the money^ 
and how he had lost it, are details, but he had now 
developed the fatal symptom of loving to dwell upon 
that period when he had been so lucky, and so courted^ 
and so rich. There is hope for the man who boasts 
of the thousands he means to make in the future ; 
there is hope for the bore who proses ever so 
mendaciously about his successes in the present. But 
the man whose passion it is to brag about his past 
is doomed ; he is a man who will succeed no more. 
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If the sporting Baronet had observed this fact, The 
World a/nd his Wife would never have been started, 
and Billy Beaufort would not have been looking for 
a sub-editor to do the work of it. 

Kent obtained the post. The 'sub' with whom 
Beaufort had parted was a thoroughly experienced 
journalist, who had put his chief in the way of things, 
but had subsequently called him an ass, and what 
* Billy' sought now was a zealous young man who 
would have no excuse for giving himself airs. Beaufort 
believed in Turquand's opinion, and had always thought 
him a fool for being so shabby, knowing him to have 
ten times the brain-power he possessed himself, and 
Turquand had blown Humphrey's trumpet stvirdily. 
He did more than merely recommend him ; he declared 
— ^with a recollection of the nurse and baby — ^that Kent 
was the man to get, but he was afraid it would not be 
worth his while to accept less than seven pounds a week. 
When the matter was settled, Humphrey sought his 
friend again, and, wringing his hand, exclaimed : 

* You're a pal; but — ^but, I say, what are a sub*- 
editor's duties ?' 



< 
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Exhilaration and misgiving were mixed in equal 
parts in his breast. 

Turquand laughed, as nearly as he could be said 
to ever approach a laugh. 

*The sub on The World and his Wife will have 
to cut "pars^ out of the English society journals 
and the Paris " dailies,'' and " put 'em all in diflFerent 
language — ^the more indiflFerent, the better." He must 
handle the scissors without fatigue, and arrange with 
someone on this side to supply a column of London 
theatrical news every week — out of the previous Satur- 
day's Telegraph. Say with me. It's worth a guinea, 
and I may as well have it as anybody else.' 

* You are appointed ovir London dramatic critic,' said 
Kent. * Won't you have thirty bob ?' 

^ A guinea's the market price ; and I can have some 
cards printed, and go to the theatres for nothing, you 
see, when I feel like it. They don't take any stock in 
The Outpost, He must attend the repr&entations 
gen^rales himself, and make all the acquaintances he 
can, " against the time " when the rag " busts." ' 

« " Busts !" ' echoed Kent. ' Is it going to bust ?' 
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* Oh, it won't live, my boy. K it had been a 
permanent job, I shouldn't have handed it over to you. 
I'm not a philanthropist. But it will give you a 
chance to turn round, and an enlightened publisher may 
discern the merits of " The Eye of the Beholder" in the 
meanwhile. You'd better go on looking for something 
while you are on the thing ; perhaps you'll be able to 
get the Paris Correspondence for a paper, if you try.' 

* What more ? What besides the scissors — ^nothing ?' 

* There's the paste ; I don't imagine you'll need much 
else.' 

* You're a trump !' repeated Kent gratefully. * I feel 
an awfiil fraud taking such a berth, Turk ; but in this 
world one has to do what one ^' 

' Can't !' 

' Exactly ; and, by Greorge ! it seems a better-paid 
line than what one can, though I should have thought 
it was more over-crowded.' 

* There is always room at the top, you know,' said 
Turquand. * When you rise in what you can't do, the 
emolument is dazzling !' 

Beaufort was returning to Paris the same day, and he 
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was anxious for Kent to join him there with all possible 
speed. Eenf^s first intention was to go alone, and let 
Cj^thia follow him at her leisure; but when he 
reached home and cried, ^ ^^ Mary, you shall ride in 
your carriage, and Charles shall go to Eton!*"' she 
would not hear of it. 

* I can be ready by Wednesday or Thursday at the 
latest,^ she exclaimed delightedly, when the explanation 
was forthcoming. * What did you mean by " Charles ^ 
and "Mary^? Oh, Humphrey, didn't I tell you it 
would all come all right! How lovely! and how 
astonished mamma and papa will be !' 

* Yes, I fancy it will surprise 'em a trifle,' he said. 

* We'll go round there this evening, shall we ? And we'll 
put the salary in francs — it sounds more.' He hesitated. 

* I say, do you think nurse will mind living in Paris ?' 

Cynthia paled. 

* I must ask her ; I hadn't thought of that. Oh . . . 
oh, I dare say I shall be able to persuade her. It's 
rather a hurry for her, though, isn't it ? She does so 
dislike being hurried.' 

* Tell her at once, then,' he suggested ; * she'll have 
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all the more time to prepare in. Run up to her 
now.' 

* Let — ^let us think,' murmured Cynthia ; ^ we'll con- 
sider. • • • Ann must be sent away, and we shall have 
to give her a month's wages instead of notice.' 

* She's no loss,' he observed. * I don't know what 
yoiu: mother ever saw in her. She can't even cook a 
steak, the wench !' 

* She fries them, dear.' 

' I know she does,' said Kent. * A woman who'd fry 
a steak would do a murder ! Well, we shall have to 
give her a month's wages instead of notice — ^it's an 
iniquitous law ! But what about nurse ?' 

* Perhaps,' said Cynthia nervously, * if you were to 
mention it to her, darling — if you don't mind '' 

* Of course I don't mind,' he answered, but without 
alacrity. *What an idea! Tell Ann to send her 
down.' 

She entered presently, an important young person in 
a stiff white frock ; and he played with the newspaper, 
trying to feel that he had grown quite accustomed to 
seeing an important young person in his service. 
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* You wished to speak to me, madam, but baby will 
be waking directly.' 

* I shan't keep you a moment,' said Kent. * Er — er 
— ^your mistress and I are going to Paris ; we shall be 
there some time. I suppose it's all the same to you 
where you live ? We want you to be ready by Thurs- 
day, nurse.' 

' To Paris !' said nurse, with cold amazement, and a 
pause that said even more. 

Cynthia became immediately engrossed by a bowl of 
flowers over which she had been bending, and Kent felt 
that, after all, Paris was a long way off. 

* I suppose it's all the same to you where you are ?' 
he said again, though he no longer supposed anything 
of the sort. * And there are three days for you to pack 
in, you know — ^three nice full days.' 

* Three days, sir,' she echoed reproachfully, Ho go 
abroad ! May I ask you if you would be staying in a 
place like that all the winter, sir ?' 

* Yes, certainly through the winter — or probably so. 
It might not be so long ; it depends.' 

* I could not hundertake to leave 'ome for good, sir,' 
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said the nurse. * I am engaged ! My friend lives in 
''Olloway, and '* 

* Oh, it wouldn't be for good,' declared Cynthia in- 
gratiatingly ; *we couldn't stay there for good our- 
selves — oh no! And, of course, if you found we 
stopped too long to suit you, nurse, why, you could 
leave us when you liked, couldn't you? Though 
Mr. Kent and I would both be very sorry to lose you, 
I'm sure.' 

They looked at her pleadingly while she medi- 
tated. 

*What baby will do. Hi don't know, madam,' she 
said, ^ changing his cow, poor little dear !' 

' Will it hurt him ? demanded the mother and father, 
in a breath. 

* If you have the doctor's consent, madam, you may 
chance it. It isn't a thing that Hi would ever 
advise,' 

* Well, well, look here,' said Kent ; * we'll see Di\ 
Roberts about it to-day, and if he says there's no risk, 
that'll settle it. You will get ready to start Thursday 
morning, nurse.' 
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^I will hendeavour to do so, sir/ she said with 
dignity. 

They felt that on the whole she had been gracious, 
and Kent, having obtained Dr. Roberts^ sagistion to 
change the cow, commissioned a house-agent to try to 
let No. 64 furnished at four guineas a week. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

In case he should feel unduly elated, ' The Eye of the 
Beholder^ came back on Wednesday afternoon, but this 
time he did not post it to another firm instanter. He 
could not very well ask for it to be returned to Paris, 
and he left it with Turquand when he bade him good- 
bye. *Send it where you like,' he begged; * perhaps 
you might try Farqueharsen next. Yes, Fve rather a 
fancy for Farqueharsen ; but let it make the round, old 
chap, and drop me a line when there aren't any more 
publishers for it to go to.' 

The nurse's ^ endeavour' had been crowned by success, 
and the Walfords, having congratulated him so warmly 
that he almost began to think they were nice people 
again, the departure was made on Thursday morning as 
arranged. 
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They travelled, of course, by the Newhaven route, 
and reached the Gare St. Lazare after dark on a rainy 
evening. The amoimt of luggage they possessed among 
them made Kent stare, as he watched half a dozen 
porters hoisting trunks, and a perambulator, and a 
bassinet on to the bus, and it seemed as if they would 
never get out of tKe station. At last they rattled away, 
however, through the wet streets, the baby whimpering, 
and the murse flustered, and he and Cynthia very tired. 
They drove to a little hotel near the Madeleine, where 
they intended to stay until they foimd a suitable 
pension, and where dinner and the warmth of * grave ' 
were very grateful. Nurse also picked up after the 
waiter^s appearance with her tray and a half-bottle of 
^ vin compris,^ and, as their fatigue passed, exhilaration 
was in the ascendant once more. ' Cynthia recovered so 
much that, finding the rain had ceased and the moon 
was shining, she wanted to go out and look at the 
boulevards. So Humphrey and she took a stroll for an 
hour, and said how strange it was to think they should 
have come to live in Paris, and how funnily things 
happened ; and they had a curafoa each at a cafe, and 
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went back to their fusty red room on the third-floor, 
with the inevitable gilt clock and the festooned bed* 
stead, quite gaily. 

The chambermaid brought in their chocolate at 
eight o^clock next morning, and her brisk * Bon jour, 
m'^sieur et madame!*^ sounded much more cheerful to 
them both than Ann^s knock at the door, with ^ The 
'ot water, mum !' to which they were accustomed. The 
i^un streamed in brilliantly as she parted the window- 
curtains, and, after the chocolate and rolls were finished, 
Kent proceeded to dress, and, leaving Cynthia in bed, 
betook himself to the office of the paper in the Rue 
du Quatre Septembre. 

Beaufort had not come yet, and, pending his chiefs 
arrival, he occupied himself by examining a copy. The 
tone of the notes struck him as decidedly poor, and a 
lengthy * interview' with one of the prominent French 
actresses abounded in all the well-worn cliche of the 
amateur. The luxurious' apartment into which the 
interviewer was ushered, the lady's *mock' despair, 
which gave place to * graceful' resignation and * fragrant' 
cigarettes, made him sick. Beaufort was very cordial 
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when he entered, though, and it was reassuring to the 
new sub to see how light he made of everything. The 
work was as easy as A, B, C. * Turf Topics ** was con- 
tributed by a fellow called Jordan, and, really, Mr. Kent 
would find a few hours daily more than enough to pre- 
pare an issue. They went into his private room, where 
a bottle of vermouth and a pile of French and English 
journals, marked and mutilated, were the most con-> 
spicuous features of the writing-table ; and Kent came 
to the conclusion that his editor was an extremely 
pleasant man, as the vermouth was sipped and they 
chatted over two excellent cigars. 

At first the duties did not prove quite so simple as 
they had promised to one who had never had anything 
to do with producing a paper before, and the printer 
worried him a good deal. But Beaufort was highly 
satisfied. The novice was swift to grasp details, and 
took such an infinity of pains in seasoning and 
amplifying the rechauff<^s, that really his stuff read 
almost Uke original matter. As he began to feel his 
feet, too, he put forth ideas, and, finding that the 
other was quite ready to listen to them, gained con- 
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fidence, and was not without a mistaken belief that 
in so quickly mastering the mysteries of a weekly and 
painfully exiguous little print, of which four- fifths 
were eclectic, he had displayed ability of a brilliant 
order. 

Primarily the labour he devoted to the task was 
ludicrously disproportionate to the result, but by degrees 
he got through it with more rapidity. When a month 
had passed since the morning he sat down in the sub- 
editorial chair of The World and his Wife^ he discovered 
that he was doing in an afternoon what it had formerly 
taken him two days to accomplish, and marvelled how 
he could have been so stupid. The work had devolved 
upon him almost entirely by now, for Beaufort, having 
shown him the way in which he should go, dropped 
in late, and withdrew early, and did little but drink 
vermouth, and say, * Yes, certainly, capital !' while he 
was there. Kent proposed the subject for the week's 
* interview,' wrote — or re -wrote — the causerie, and 
secured the majority of the few advertisements that 
they obtained. Also, when the subject of the semi- 
biographical sketch was not a good-looking woman, it 
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was he who interviewed her. When the lady was 
attractive, ^ Billy '^ Beaufort attended to that depart- 
ment himself. 

Cynthia had found a pension in the Madeleine quarter, 
which had been highly recommended for a permanency, 
and here they had removed. They had two fairly large 
bedrooms, commimicating au quatri^me, and paid a 
himdred and fifty francs a week. It did not leave much 
siuplus out of the salary for incidental expenses, after 
reckoning the nurse'*s wages ; but it was supposed to 
be very cheap, and Madame Garin and her vivacious 
daughter, who skipped a good deal for thirty years of 
age, and was voluble in bad English, begged them on 
no accoimt to let any of the other boarders know they 
were received at such terms, for that would certainly 
be the commencement of Madame Garin and her 
daughter's ruin. The establishment was well patronized, 
and the meals, with which about twenty-five French 
people down the long table appeared contented, would 
have been pronounced execrable in a third-rate boarding- 
house in Bloomsbury. The twenty-five people were 
waited on by a leisurely and abstracted Italian, and the 
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intervals between the meagre courses were of such dura- 
tion that Kent swore he had generally forgotten what 
the soup had been called by the time the cold entr^ 
reached him. 

Yet they were not uncomfortable. Their room was 
cosy in the lampUght when the winter set m. and 
Etienne had made a fire, and the curtains of the 
windows were drawn to hide the view of snowy roofs ; 
and though the dinner often left them hungry, they 
could go out before retiring, and have chocolate and 
cakes. As a pressman, too, Kent got tickets for the 
theatres and the concerts. It was livelier than Leaming- 
ton Road, to say the least of it — ^mire lively for him 
than for Cynthia, perhaps; but an improvement for 
her as well, since one or two of the women were com- 
panionable, and did to take walks with, while he was 
at the office, or to polish her French on in the chilly 
salon. 

One afternoon when he was sitting at his desk, and 
Beaufort had gone, the clerk came in to him with a 
card that bore the name of Mrs. Deane-Pitt. She was 
staying in Paris, and the editor had accepted his sugges* 
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tion that it might be a good idea to interview a novelist 
for a change. Kent had sent the proofs to her the day 
before, but he had never seen her. He told the clerk 
to show her m with some satisfaction, and wished he 
had put his other jacket on; for the authoress of 
* Two and a Passion ^ was a woman to meet. 

He felt shabbier still when she entered ; she looked 
to him like an animated fashion - plate reduced to 
human height. From the hues of her hat to the swirl 
of her skirt, it was evident that Mrs. Deane-Htt made 
money, and knew where to spend it. An osprey in the 
hat was the only touch of vulgarity. Everybody would 
not have termed Jier pretty; but her eyes and teeth 
were good, and both flashed when she talked. Her age 
might have been anything firom thirty to thirty-five. 

^ I wanted to see Mr. Beaufort,^ she said, in a clear, 
crisp voice ; * but I hear he^s out.^ 

^ Yes ; he is out,^ said Kent. ^ Is it anything / can 
dor 

* Well, I don^t like the " interview.'' I dare say it 
was my own fault; but I object to sufieripg for my 
own faults— one has to suffer for so many other people's 
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in this world. It^s all about " Two and a Passion.'' I 
wrote ^*Two and a Passion ** seven years ago — and I 
didn't get a royalty on it, either ! Why not quote the 
books Fve done since, and say more about the one that's 
just out? You say, "Mrs. Deane-Pitt confessed to 
having recently published another novel," and then you 
drop it as if it were a failure or a hot coal. And 
** confessed " — ^why "confessed"? That's the tone I 
don't like in the thing. You write about me as if I 
belonged to another profession, and dabbled in litera- 
ture.' 

He felt that ^ Billy ' Beaufort would not be sorry to 
have missed her. 

^ May I see the proofs again ?' he asked. 

She gave them to him, and settled herself in her chair. 
He looked at them pen in hand, and she looked at him. 

* It can easily be put right, can't it, Mr. ^' 

V"Mr. Kent." Easily— oh yes! Will you tell me 
something about your new book ? Fm ashamed to say 
I haven't read it yet.' 

^ Don't -apologize. It's called " Thy Neighbour's 
Husband." ' 
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^Does she bolt with him, or do you end it 
virtuously ? 

' Virtuously, monsieur,^ she said, smiling. * You travel 
fastr 

^ And — ^please go on ! Are there cakes and al^ or 
does she tend the sick and visit the poor ? 

' \ ou appal me,^ said Mrs. Deane-Pitt. ' Whatever 
my faults, I am fin-de-sik;le. Forgive me for sajdng 
^^ fin-de-sikJe ^ — a modem version^s nee^d badly; I 
end with a question-point.^ 

* Not questioning the lady^s '' 

* Oh, her happmess^ of course !^ 

' ^^ This brilliant and analytical study, which is already 
giving rise to considerable discussion,^ woidd be the 
kind of strain, then, would it not ?^ 

* Entirely,** she said. * Fm awfully sorry to give you 
so much trouble."* 

* The " trouble^s *" a pleasure. You don'^t want your 
"favourite dog^ mentioned, do you? Favourite dogs 
are becoming banal. Er ^ 

* Three,^ she said. * Yes ; a boy and two girls.^ 
*Does the boy — "in a picturesque suit^ — come 
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into the room, and lead up to ^^ evident maternal 
pride'^r 

^He^s a dear little fellow P she answered. ^But do 
you think ^^ evident maternal pride *" would be quite in 
keeping ? No ; Fd stick to me and the work. Besides, 
domesticity is tedious to read about ; the dullest topic 
in the world is other people^s children/ 

Kent laughed. 

^ni explain to Mr. Beaufort,^ he declared; ^you 
shall have a revise sent on to-morrow. Fm sure youll 
find it all right when he understands the style of thing 
you want.' 

* Thank you/ she said dryly. * I assure you I have no 
misgivings, Mr. Kent. ^^ Kent ^ ! Fve never had any 
correspondence with you, have I ? The name's fetmiliar 
to me, somehow.' 

^ An alias is ^The Garden of England,"' he said. 

' No, you haven't written anything, have you ? 

'Two novels. One is published, and the post is 
wearing out the other.' 

^I remember,' she cried, uttering the title trium- 
phantly ; * I read it. What grand reviews you had ! 
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Of course, I know now. I liked your book extremely, 
Mr. Kent. Humphrey Kent, isn't it ?' 

* Thank you,' he said. * Yes, Humphrey Kent.' 

* And you go in for journalism, too, eh ?' 

* Oh, this is a new departure. I was never in a paper 
office until lately.' 

* Really !' she exclaimed. ^ You aren't giving fiction 
upr 

^ Fm pot-boiling, Mrs. Deane-Pitt. Do you think it 
very inartistic of me ? 

* Don't !' she said. * Inartistic ! I hate that cant* 
There are papers that are always calling me inartistic. 
One's got to live. Oh, I admire the people who can 
starve in West Kensington, and take three years to 
write a novel, but their altitude is beyond me. I write 
to sell, moi — ^though you needn't put that in the ^* inter- 
view," But I shouldn't have thought you'd have any 
trouble in placing your books — ^you oughtn't to to-day. 
I expect you've been too " literary " ; you'll grow out 
of it.' 

* You don't believe in '' 

*rm a practical woman. The public read to be 
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amused, and the publishers want what the public will 
read, good, bad, or indiflferent ; thaf s my view. You 
mustn'^t make me say these things, though,^ she broke 
off, laughing, and getting up ; ^ it's most indiscreet — to 
a pressman. • . . I shall send you a copy of ^^Thy 
Neighbour's Husband^ — ^to a colleague. Good-after- 
noon, Mr. Kent. Til leave you to go on with your 
work now. Pray don''t look so relieved.** 

^I should value the copy extremely,' he said. ^It 
was anything but relief — I was struggling to conceal 
despair.' 

She put out her hand, and a faint perfume climg to 
his own after the door had closed. Though her stand- 
point was not his own, her personality had impressed 
him, and, as he watched her from the window re- 
entering her cab, Kent was sorry she had not remained 
longer. 

He trusted she would not forget her promise to send 
him her novel, and when it reached him, a few days 
later, he opened it with considerable eagerness. The 
perusal disappointed him somewhat, and the story 
seemed to him unworthy of the pen that had written 
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^ Two and a Passion.^ But he replied, as he was bound 
to do, with a letter of grateful appreciation, and en- 
deavoured, moreover, to persuade himself that he liked 
it better than he did. The lady, on her side, wrote a 
cordial little note, thanking him for the amended proof- 
sheets — ^ I had no idea I was so clever or so charming.'' 
She said she should be pleased to see him if he could 
ever spare the time to look in ; she could give him a cup 
of * real English tea,' and she was very truly his — ^Eva 
Deane-Pitt. 
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Aid^ (Hainltton), Novels by. Post 8vo, jUustrated beards, ». each. 

Albert (Mai?) Brooke I^lnchfey'A Daughter. Post 8vo, pictniq 

Alden OV.-Lh)i — A Lost Soul: Being the CcnCeESion and Defence of 
Alexander (Mrs.), Novels by. Post Bto, illustrated boardi, zf.each. 
Allen (P. M.).— Green •« Onus. With a Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, 
Ancii (Grant), Works by. 

Poit-PniidiilPhlliMaflir. Crs-n In. in £«. y. tA -- 



Anderson (Mary).— Othello's Occupation: A Novel, Crown 8vo, 
Arnold (Edwin Lester), Stories by. 

ArtemUs Ward's Works. With Porlrait and Facsimile. Crown Bvo, 
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Ashton (John), Works by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 75. 6i. each. 

HUtorF of th« Chap-Boolta of ih« 18th C«ntary. with 334 Illustrations. 
Boolal Ufa In the R«l||n of Qnaan Anna. Widi *s lUustratioas. 

fumonr. Wit, and Satlra of th« 8«T«nt««ntta Cantupy. with 8* Illustrations. 
ngUsh Carlcaturo and Satlra on Napolaon th« First. With xis Illustrations. 
Modern Stft Ballad*. With 57 Illustrations. ^ 

Bacteria, Yeast Fungi, and Allied Species, A Synopsis of. By 

W. B. Grovh. R a. With #7 Tflustrations. Crown 8to, doth •xtra, y. 6d. 

Bardsley (Rev. C. Wareing, M.A.), Worlcs by. 

Entfliah Sovaameat Their Sources and Significations. Crown Sro, cloth. 7X. 6d, 
losftlas of Parltan Nomanclatnra. Crown 8to, cloth extra, 6t. 



Carioaltlaa of Farltan Nomanclatura. crown »to, cloth extra, 6f. 

Baring Gould (Sabine, Author of 'John Herring,' &c.), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, jr. 6tl» each ; post 8ro. Illustrated boards, as. each. 
Red Bpidar. I Bve. 

Barr (Robert: Luke Sharp), Stories by. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3$. 6d, each. 

In a Steamer Chair. With Frontispiece and Vignette by Dbmain Hammond. 
Froni Whose Bourne, &c. With 47 I llustrations by Hal H urst and others. 
A Woman Intervenes. With 8 Illustrations by Hal Hurst. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 6f. 
Re ve nge I With xa Illustrations by LanchLOT SPEBD. &c Crown 8vo. doth, 6s, 

Barrett (Prank), Novels by. 

Post 8vo. illustrated boards, ar. each ; doth. ts. 6d. each. 



Fettered for Life. 

The Sin of Olga Zassenlieh. 

Betvreen Life and Death. 

Folly Morrison. I Honest Davlo. 

Little Lady Linton. 



A Prodigal's Progress. 

John Ford; and His Helpmata^ 

A Recoiling Vengeance. 

Lieut. Barnabas. | Found Guilty. 

For Love and Honour. 



Vhe Woman of the Iron Bracelets. Cr. 8vo. cloth, 3s. 6d. ; post 8to, boards, ar.; cLIhnp, ax. 6dL 
The Harding Scandal. Crown 8vo. cloth. $s. 6d. [AfiHt, 1897. 

Barrett (Joan).— Monte Carlo Stories. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, is.td. 
Beaconsfield, Lord. By T. P. O'Connor. M.P. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 55. 
Beauchamp (Shelsley). — Orantley Orange. Post 8vo, boards, 25. 
Beautiful Pictures by British Artists : A Gathering of Favourites 

from the Picture Galleries, engraved on Steel. Imperial 4to, doth extra, gilt edges, aij. - 

Besant (Sir Walter) and James Rice, Novels by 

Crown 8to, dotii extra, sx. €d, each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, ex. each ; dot 



Ready-Honey Horilboy. 
My Little Oirl. 
with Harp and Crovn. 
This Son of Vulcan. 
The Oolden Butterfly. 
The Honks of Thelema. 



oth limp, ar. 6d. each. 
By Celia's Arhour. 
The Chaplain of the Fleet. 
The Seamy Bide. 
The Case of Mr. Lueraft, &e. 
*Twas in Trafalgar's Bay, &c 
The Ten Tears' Tenant, &c. 



*** Thers is also a LibrahV Edition of the above Twdve Volumes, handsomely set in new type on a 
large crown •▼• page, and bound in doth extra, 6x. each ; and a POPULAR EDITION of The Oolden 
Butterfly, mMium tve, 6d, ; cleth, xx.— NBW EDITIONS, printed in large type on crewn Svo laid paper, 
bound in iyured doth, y. 6rf. each, are also in course of pubhcation. 

Besant (Sir Walter), Novels by. 

Crown Svo, cleth extra, tx. Od. each jpost Svo, illustrated boards, ex. each ; cloth Kmp, sr. CA each. 
All Sorts and Conditions of Hen. With la Illustrations by Fred. Barnard 
The Captains* Room, &c. With Frontispiece by S. J. Wheeler. 
All In a Garden Fair. With 6 illustrations by Harry Furniss. 
Dorothy Forster. With Frontispiece by Charlbs Grbsn. 
Uncle Jack, and ether Stories. I Children of Gibeon. 

The World Went Very Well Then. With n lUustratlons by A. Forbstier. 
Herr Paulnst His Rise, his Greatness, and his FaU. | The Bell of St. Paul'li 
For Faith and Freedom. With Illustratiens by A. Porbstier and F. Waddy. 
To Call Her Mine, &c. With 9 Illustratiens by A. FORBSTIER. 
The Holy Rose, &c. With Frontispiece by F. BARNARD. 

Armerel of Lyonesse s A Romance of To-day. With xa Illustrations by F. BARNARD. 
Bt. Katherlne^i by the Tower. With za Illustratiens .by C. Green. 
Verbena Camellia Stephanetls, &c. With a Frontispiece by Gordon Brownb. 
The Ivory Gate. | The Reb el Queen. 

Beyond the Dreams of Avarice. With la ntusts. by W. H. Hyde. Crewn Svo, cloth extra, or. 6dl 
In Deacon's Orders, &c. With Frentispiece by A. FORBSTIER. Crown Svo, doth, 6s, 
The Master Craftsman* Crown bvo. doth, 3X. 6d, IMay, X807. 

The City of Refuge. 3 vols., crown Svo, 15X. net pOct. 

The Charm, and other Drawing-room Plays. By Sir WALTER BBS ANT and WALTER H. POLLOCK, 

With ce iDostrations by CHRIS HAMMOND and A. JULB GOODMAN. Crown Svo, cloth elegant. 

gUt efi^es, 6x. LShortty, 

Fifty Tears A|to. With 144 Plates and Weodcuts. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 5x. 

The Eulofir of Richard Jefferies. With Portrait. Crown Svo, doth extra, fir. 

London, with xm Illustrations. Deray Svo, cloth extra, tx. 6(1. 

Westminster* With Etched Frentispiece by F. S. WALKER; R.P.E., and Z30 Iliastratleitf bv 

William Pattbn and ethers. Demy Svo, doth, its. ■' w 

Bir Richard Whittingtcm. With Frontispiece. Crown Svo. art linen, 3X. «A 
'SaMpard d9 CoUgnY^ WUhaPomalt, Crown Sve, art linen, y.6(^ 
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Bechsteifi (Ludivijg:). — As Pretty as Seven, and other German 

Stories. With Additional Tales by the Brothers (TrimM, and 98 illustrations by Richter. Square 
8ve, cloth extra, 6s. 6d. : gilt edges, js. (td. 

Beerbohm (Julius).— Wanderings in Patagonia; or, Life among 

the Ostrich-Hunters. With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y . dd. 

Bellew (Franic).— The Art of Amusing: A Collection of Graceful 

Arts, Games, Tricks, Putales, and Charades. With 300 IUu«tratlons. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 4.f. M. 

Bennett (W. C, LL.D.).— Songs for Sailors. Post 8vo, cl. limp. 25. 
Bewick (Thomas) and his Pupils. By Austin Dobson. With 95 

Illustrations. Square 8ve, cloth extra, ts. 

Blerce (Ambrose).— in the Midst of Life: Tales of Soldiers and 

ClviMans. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. ; pest 8vo, Illustrated boards, ar . 

Bill Nye's History of the United States. With 146 Illustratious 

by P. OPPHR. Crown 8ve, cloth extra. 3f. 6rf. 

Bir6 (Edmond). — Diary of a Citizen of Paris during 'The 

Terror.' Translated vid Edited by JOHN DB VILLIBRS. With a Photogravure Portraits. Two Vols., 
demy ftro, doth, ns, iShortly, 

Blackburn's (Henry) Art Handbooks. 



Aea«emy Motoa, 1875, it77-t6, 1889. 

1890, 1899-1895, Illustrated, each is. 
Aeademy Motes, 1890. i«. 
Aoademy Mot«S, 1875-79. Complete in 

One Vol., with 6oo Illustrations. Cloth, bs. 
Aoademy Motes, 1880-84. Complete in 

One Vol., with 700 Illustrations. Cloth. 6s. 
Aoademy Notes, 1890-94. Complete in 

One VoL, with 8oe Illustratioas. Cloth, ^s. 6d, 

Orosvenop Motes, 1877. 6d. 
Oposvsnop Motes, separate years from 

1878-1890, each u. 
Grosvenop Motes, Vol. I., 1877-82. With 

300 lUustratiens. Demy 8vo, doth, &r. 



Oroavenop Notes, Vol. II., 1883-87. With 

300 Illustrations. Demy 8vo. deth, 6s. 
Opoavenop Motea, Vol. III., 1886-00. With 

330 Illustrations. Demy 8vo doth. %s. 6d. 
The New Gallery, 1888-1895. With nu- 
merous Illustrations, each is. 
The New Oallepy, Vol. I.. 1888-1892. With 

350 lUustrations. Demy 8vo, doth, 6s. 
Bntfliah Pictarea at the National Gallepy. 

With 114 Illustrations, xs. 
Old Haateps at the National Gallepy. 

With ia8 Illustrations, is. 6d. 
Illastpated Catalotfne to the National 

Gallepy* With 34s lUustt. Demy 8vo, doth, ^r. 



The UlastPated Catalogae of the Papls Salon, 1896* With 900 Facsimile Sketches, ^r. 



Blind (Mathilde), Poems by. 

The Ascent of Han. Crown 8vo. cloth, v. 

Dpamaa In Hlnlatupe. With a Frontispiece by F. MadOX BROWN. Ciewn 8to, doth, 5f. 

Bongs and Bonnets. Fcap. 8vo, vellum and gold, sr. 

BlPds of Passage i Songs of the Orient and Occident. Second Edition. »CrewB 8re, linen, 6s. net. 

Bourget (Paul). — A Living Lie. Translated by John ds Villiers. 

with special Preface for the English Edition. Crown 8vo, doth, y. 6tL 

Bourne (H. R. Pox), Books by. 

Bngllsh MePOhants : Memoirs in Illustration of the Profirren of British Conunerce. With numerous 

Illustrations. Crown 8vo. doth extra, yj. 6d. 
English NewspapePS 1 Chapters in the History ofjoumalism. Two Vols., demy 8vo. cloth, acr. 
The Othep Bide of the Bmln Pasha Relief axpedltlon. Crown 8vo. cfotli. 6j. 

Bowers (Qeorge).— Leaves from a Hunting Journal. Coloured 

Plates. Oblong folio, half-bound, aif . 

Boyle (Frederick), Works by. Post 8vo, illustrated bds., 25. each. 

Chponlole s of No»Man's Land* | Camp Notes. | Sav ag e Life. 

Brand (John).— Observations on Popular Antiquities; chiefly 

illustrating the Origin of our Vulgar Customs, Ceremonies, and Superstitions. With the Additions oi Sic 
Henry jEluS, and numerous illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 7J. 6d. 

Brewer (Rev. Dr.), Works by. ~" 

The Readep's Handbook of Allusions, Refepenoes, Plots, and Btoples. Eighteenth 
Thousand. Crown 8vo, doth extra, js. 6d. 

Aathops and thelP Wopks, with the Dates t Being the Appendices to * The Reader's Hand- 
book.' seperatdy printed. Crown 8vo, doth limp. as. 

A Dlotlonapy 01 MlPaoles. Crown 8ro, doth extra, 7J. &/. 

Brewster (Sir David), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth, 45. td. each. 

Hope Woplds than One i Creed of the Philosopher and Hope of the Christian. With Platea 
The Haptyps of Bolenoe t Caulbo, Tycho Brake, and Kepler. With Portraiu. 
Le tteps on Natapal Maglp. With numerous Illustrations. 

Brlllat-Savarln.— Gastronomy as a Fine Art. Translated by 

R. E. ANDBRSOW. M.A. Pest 8vo, half-bound, 2J. ..^ 

Brydges (Harold).— Uncle Sam at Home. With gi lUa?iU<i.^^\«^ 

yqvi fvo, Oltistrated boards, or. ; doth limp, 3j. ^. 
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iftachanan (Robert), Novels, &c., by. 



Crown 8vo, cloth extra, jr. 6el. each ; pos 8vo, illustrated boards, ax. each. 



rm Shadow* of tha Sword. 
Child of Matara. With Frontispiece. 
Ood and the Han* With xx Illustrations by 
^Frbo. Barnard. 

Tha Martyrdom of Madallba* With 
Frontispiece by A. W. CoOPfiR. 



Love He for Ever. With Frontispiece. 
Annan Water. | Foxtflova Manor* 
The New Abelard. 

Matt ( A 3tory of a Caravan; With Frontispiece. 
The Master of the Mlna*- -With Frontu^ece. 
The Heir of Linna* I Woman and tha Man* 



Cs0wa 8vo, «loth extra, ^. 6d. eeeh. 
llad and vrhtta Baathav. | Hachal Danti 

ItadjrKllpatrlOk. Crown Sre, doth extra, 6s. 

Tha nf andarln< Jaw l a Christmas Carol. Crown 8voj elotk, <», 

The Charlatan. By Robert Buchanan and Henry Murray. With > Frontispiece by T.IL 
Robinson. Crown Svo, cloth, y.eif. 

burton (Richard F,).—The Book of thW Sword. With over 400 

Illustrations. Demy 4to, dotn extra, 32}. - -. 

Burton (Robert).— The Anatomy of Melancholy. With Transla- 

tions of the Quotations. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, js.&i. 

Melanoholy Anatomiaed 1 An Abridgment of BURTON'S ANATOMY. Post 8ro. half-bd.. sr. &/. 

^ine (T. Hall), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6rf. each. ; 

post 9vo, illustrated boards, ax. each ; cloth limp, v. 6d. each. 
The Shadow ef a Crime. I A Son of Hagar. J< Tha Daematar. - 

Also a Library Edition of The Deemster, set iu new type, crown 8vo, cloth decorated, 6r. 

iCameron (Commander V. Lovett).— The Cruise of the * Black 

Prince ' Pifrateer. Post 8vo, picture boards, v* . 

Cameron (Mrs. H. Lovett), Novels by. Post 8vo, illust. bds. 25, ea. 

Juliet's Guardian. I Deceivers Ever* 

IClirlyle (Jane Welsh), Life of. By Mrs. Al^xaj^der Ireland. With 

Portrait and Facsimile Lxttei:. Small demy 8vo, cloth extra, 7^. &/, , . , 

Carlyle (Thomas).— On the Choice of Books. Post 8vo, cl., 15. 6d. 

Correspondence of Thomas Carlyle and R. W. Emerson. 1834-187a. Edited by 
C. E. NORTON. WAh Portraits. Two Vols.* crown 8vo. cl©tb,'24r. 

"''* ■-■ I. - ■■■■■■ii_.i — — ■ - I ■■■— I — 1 ^1 . I . 

Carruth (Hayden).— The Adventures of Jones. With 17 lilustra- 

tions. Fcap. 8ao. cloth, as. 

Chambers (Robert W.), Stories of Paris Life by. Long fcap, 8vo, 

cloth, 2J. M. each. 

The King tn Yellow. | In the Qnartei^. 

Chapman's (George), Works. Vol. I., Pla:ys epmplete, including the 

Doubtful Ones.— Vol. 11., Poems and Minor Translations, with Essay by A. C. SWINBURNE.— VoL 
III., Translations of the Iliad and Odyssey. Three Vols., crown 8to, doth, 6x. each. 

Chappie (J. Mitchell).— the Minor Chord: The Story of a Prima 

Donna. C ro wn 8 v o, cloth, y . 6rf^ * ^ 

Chatto (W. A.) and J. Jackson.— A Treatise on Wood Engraving, 

Historical and Practical. With Chapter by H. G. BOHN, and 450 fine Illusts. Lai^e jto, halfJeathe r, aRr. 

Ctiaucer for Children : A Golden Key. By Mrs. H. R. Haweis. With 

8 Coloured Plates and 30 Woodcuts. Crown 4to. cloth extra, y.6d. 
Chaucer for Schools. By Mrs. H. R. Haweis. Demy Svo, cloth limp, 9s. 6d. ■ 

^ess, The La^v^s and Practice of. With an Analysis of the Open- 
ings. By Howard Staunton. Edited by R. B. Wormald. Crown 8vo. cieth, 51% 

The Minor Tactics of Chess : A Treatise on the Deployment of the Forces in obedience to Stra- 
tegic Frinciplo.- By F. K. YOUNG and E. C. HOWEl-L. Long fcap. 8vx>, doth, sur. 6d. 

The Hastings Chess Tournament. Containing the Authorised Account of the sgo Games 

§layed Aug.-Sept., 1895; With Annotations by PiLLSBURy, LaSXER. TarRASCH, STHInitz 
CHIFFERS, TETCHMANN, BARDELEBEN, BLACKBURNE, GUNSBERG, TINSLBY, MASON, and 

Albin ; Biographical Sketches of the Chess Masters, ana 32 Portraits. Edited by U. F. Cheshire. 
^ Crown 8vd, cloth, ys. 6rf. - ■ ' ' ' ■' .•■-'■ ' 

Clare (Austin).— For the Love of a Lass. Post8vo,2s. ; el.,2s. 6d, 

— ■ ■ ■ ' ■■ ■ — ' — •' ■ ■ ' ■ 

T^flve (Mrs. Archer), Nc^vels by. Posi%vo,\\.Vast, boards, 25. each. 
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Ctodd (Edward, F.R.A.S.).— Myths and Dreams. Cr. 8vOi 35.6*. 
Cobban (J. Maclaren), Novels by. 

The Care of Souls. Post 8vo. Illustrated boards, 2S. 

The Red Saltan. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, y. 6d. ; post 8T0,iUustnted boards^ ^A 

The Burden of Isabel. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, sr.6</. 



Coleman (John), Books by. 

Players and Playwrights I have Known* Two Voli., demj 8tq. doth, 94/. 

Curly: A Story of the Stage. With Illustrations.- Cfown 9ro, picture cover, tj. ■_ 

Coleridge (M. E.I.— The Seven Sleepers of Ephesus. ,Cloth. is. 6<. 
Collins (C. Allston).— The Bar Sinister. Post 8vo, boards, 25. 
Collins (John Churton, M.A.), Boolcs by« 

Illustrations of Tennyson. Crown 8vo, cloth extn, 6t. 

Joiyathan BBrlft i A Biographical and Critical Study. Crown >vo, «toth wrtwu ^- . 

Collins (Mortimer and Frances), Novels by. 

Crown <ro, cloth extra, 3; . 6d, each ; post 8to, Qlustratad boards* •* • aech. 

From Mldnltfht to mdnlght. I BlaoksnUth and Scholar. 

Transmigration. i Tou Play me False* ( The Ylllatfe Comedf. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 9S, each. 
Sweet Anne Page. | A Fight with Fortune* | Sweet and Twenty. | Franoei 

Collins (Wilkie), Novels by. 

Crown 8to, cloth extra. 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, v. Mch ; cloth linp, os, 6d. each. 
Antonina. With a Frontispiece J[>y Sir JOHN Gilbert, R.A. 
Basil. Illustratedby Sir John Gilbert, R. A., and J. MahoneT. 
Hide and Seek. Illustrated by Sir JOHN GILBERT, R.A., and J. MAHONEY. 
After Dark. With Illustrations by A. B, HOUGHTON. | The Two Destinies. 

The Dead Secret. WithaFrontispiccebySir John Gilbert, R.A. 
Queen of Hearts. With a Frontispiece by Sir John Gilbert, R. A. 

The Woman In White. With Illustrations by Sir John Gilbert, R.A-> and F. A. Frasbr* 
Mo Name. With Illustrations by Sir J. E. MiLLAlS, R. A., and A. W. COOPER. 
My Hisoellanles. With a Steel-plate Portrait of WILKIB COLLINS. 
Armadale. With illustrations by G. H. Thomas. 

The Moonstone* With Illustrations by G. DU MAURIBR and F. A. FRASBR; 
Man and Wife. With Illustrations by William Small. 
Poor Miss Flnoh. Illustrated by G. DU MAURIBR and Ed>^ ARD HUGHES. 
Miss or Mrs.? With Illustrations by S. L. FiLDES. R.A., and Hrnrv WOODS. A.RJL 
The New Magdalen. Illustrated by G. DU Maurier and C. S. Reinharot. < 
The Frozen Deep* Illustrated by G. DU Maurier and J. Mahonby. 
The Law and the Lady. With Illustrations by S. L. Fildrs. R.A.. and SYDNBY HALL. 
The Haunted HoteL With illustrations by Arthur Hopkins. ' 



The Fallen Leaves* I Heart and Soienoe. 

Jezebel's Daughter. • I Say No.* 

The Black Robe. | A Rogue's Life. 



The Evil Genius* 
Little Novels. Frontik 
The Legacy of Gala. 



Blind Love* \Vltb a Preface by Sir Walter Besant, and Illustrations by A* Forestiee. 

Popular Editions. Medium 8to, 6d. each ; doth. ix. each. . ' 
The Woman In White* I The Moonstone. 

The Woman in White and The M oons t one in One Volume, med i um 8vo, doth, ar. 



Colman's (Qeor^^e) Humorous Works: 'Broad Grins,* 'My Night- 

gown and Slippers,' &c. With Life and Frontispiece. Crown 8 vo, doth extra. 7J. 6dL ' • 

Colquheun (M. J.).— Every Inch a Soldier. Post 8vo,toards, as. 
Colt-breakins:, Hints on. By W* M. Hutchison. Cr. 8vo,c1., 3s. 6i. 

— I ■ .11.1 I. M il I |» ■ I I • |» [ 1 " 

Convalescent Cookery. By Catherine Ryan. Cr. Svo, is. ; cl.,^5. 6d» 
Conway (Moncure D.), Works by. 

Demonology and Devil-Lore. With 6< Illustrations. Two Vob., demy 8to, doth. aSr. 
George Washington's Rules of Civility* Fcap. Svo, Japanese velluin, as. ed. 

Cook (Dutton), Novels by. 

Paul Foster's Daughter* Crown Sre, doth extra, y. 6d. ; po^tvo, illustrated boards, sx.. 

Leo* Post Svo. illustrated boards, ax. 

■ I ■ I ■ ■ I .1 II , ■ 

Cooper (Edward H.).— Qeoffory Hamilton. Cr. 8vo. cloth, 3^.6^. 

■ ■ ' ' IM.. ■ ^ 11 ■ I I I ■ ■ II II^W^^M ■ IM I.I M... M ■ ■ I m^ !■ ■ ■ III ^— ^— I ■■ ■■^■1 ■^■■1- MM ■■ M ■^^^^■i^^W^P— *^ i^- 

Cornwall.— Popular Romances of the West of England; or, The 

Drolls, Traditions, and Superstitions of Old Cornwall. Collected by RQBE&T HUNT, F.R.S. Wit^ 
two Steel Plates by GEORGE CRUIKSHANK. Crown Svo, cloth, jx. 6tf. 



. itii. 



Cotes (V. Cecil).— Two Qlrls on a Barge. With 44 IHustrsctions bf 

F. H. TOWNSENO, Post 8vO» cloth, 9X. ^. 



..''ViJ-rA 
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Craddock (C. Egbert), Stories by. 

The Prophet of the Great Bmoky Monntalns. Post 8to. fllustraied boards, sx. 
Hie Yanlebed Star. Crown evo. cloth extra, y. 6</. ■ 

Cram (Ralph Adams).— Black Spirits and White. Fcap. Svo, 

doth IS. 6d. 

Crellin (H. N.) Books by. 

Romaaoes of the Old BeratfUo. With aB Illustrations by S. L. Wood. Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6d, 

Talee of the Caliph. Crown 8vo. cloth, ar. 

The Na«arenee l A Drama. Crown 8va. u. 

Crim (Matt.),— Adventures of a Fair Rebel. Crown 8vo, cloth 

extra, with a Frontispiece by DAN. Brard. y. 6rf. ; post 8vo, illustratwd boards, a r. 

Crockett (S. R.) and others. — Tales of Our Coast. By S. R. 

Crockett, Gilbert Parker. Harold Frederic, 'Q' and W. Clark Russell. With za 
Ill ustratiens by PraWK BraWGWYN. Crown 8»o, cloth, y. Zd, 

Croker (Mrs. B. M.), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6i. 

each ; post Bre, illustrated boards aj. each ; cloth limp, 9S. 6d. each. 
Pretty Mlsa Mevllle. I Diana Barrlntfton. I A Family Idkenei 

A Bird of Paseatfe. I Proper Pride. I 'To JLet.'^ 

Yillatf e Talee and Juntfle Tragedies. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. Sd. each. 
Two Masters. | Mr. Jervls. I The Real Lady Hilda. 
Married or Single? [ATav. \ In the Kingdom of Kerry. [£A£»//y. 

Cruikshank's Comic Almanack. Complete in Two Series : The 

First, from 1835 to 1841 ; the Second, from 1844 to 1851. A Gathering of the Best Humour of 
Thackeray, hood, Mayhew. Albert smith, A'Beckett. Robert Brough, &c. With 
numerous Steel Engravings and Woodcuts by GEORGE CRUIKSHANK. HiNE. LandelLS. &c 
Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth gilt, js. 6d. each. 
The Life of George Crulkehanlc. By BLANCHARO Jbrrold. With 84 lUustrations and a 
Bibliography. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Cummin jc (C. F. Gordon), Works by. Demy 8vo, cl. ex., 8s. 6d. ea. 

In the Hebrfdee. With an Autotype Frontispiece and a? Illustrations. 

In the Himalayas and on the Indian Plalne. with 4a Illustrationa 

T1V0 Happy Years in Ceylo n. With 3^ Illustrations. 

Via Cornwall to Egypt. With a Photogravure Frontispiece. Demy 8vo, clot^. js. 6d. 



Cussans (John E.).— A Handbook of Heraldry; with Instructions 

for Tfaehig Pedigrees and Deciphering Ancient MSS., &c Fourth Edition, revised, with 408 Woodcuts 
and a Coloured Plates. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 6s. 

Cyples (W.).— Hearts of Gold. Cr. 8vo, cl., 35. 6d, ; post Svo, bds. . 2s, 
Daniel (George).— Merrie England in the Olden Time. With 

innstrations by ROBERT CRUIKSHANK. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6d. 

Daudet (Alphonse).— The Evangelist; or, Port Salvation. Crown 

8vo, cloth extra, y. 6d. ; post Svo. illustrated boards, aj. 

Davenant (Francis, M. A.). —Hints for Parents on the Choice of 

a Profesrion for their Sons when Starting In Life. Crown 8vo, zs. : cloth, is. 6d. 

Davidson (Hugh Coleman).— Mr. Sadler's Daughters. With a 

Frontispiece by Stanley Wood. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, ■3f. 6d. 

Davies (Dr. N, E. Yorke-), Works by. Cr. Svo, 15. ea.; cl., is. 6d, ea. 

One Thoneand Medioal Maxlme and Sarglcal Hints. 

Nursery Hints t A Mother's Guide in Health and Disease. 

Foods for the Fat i A Treatis e on Co rpu lency, and a Dieta ry for its Cure. 

Aids to Long Lite. Crown 8vo. aj. ; dothUmp, ar . 6d. 

Davies* (Sir John) Complete Poetical Works. Collected and Edited, 

with Introduction and Notes, by Rev. A. B. Grosart, D.D. Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, lar. 

Dawson (Erasmus, M.B.).— The Fountain of Youth. Crown 8vo. 

doth extra, with Two Illustrations b y HUME Nisbet, y. 6d. ; post Svo. i llustrated boards, ar. 

De Guerin (Maurice), The Journal of. Edited by G. S. Trebutien. 

With a Memoir by Sainte-Beuve. Translated from the aoth French Edition by JESSIE P. Froth 
INGHAM. Fcap. Svo , half-bound, ax . 6<f. '' '"^vin 

De Maistre (Xavier),— A Journey Round my Room. Translated 

by Sir HhnrV AtTWELL. Post gvo. cloth limp, aj . 6(i. 

De Mille (James). —A Castle in Spain. Crown Svo, cloth extra, with 

< Jirdiitfi^ecfty. C^ ; post 8yo, iUusgated boards. 2j. 

Derby (Tbe) : the Blue Ribbon 6t lYie Tutt^ \^VOciBTv^t Accounts 

«r JH» Oaks. By Louis henry CURZOS. Ctowu^vo, tVa^^i^cmv. «. w. 
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Derwent (Leith), Novels by. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6i. ca. ; post 8v6, 2s. ea. 

Our Xiady of Tears. I Clroe's Lovars* 

Dewar (T. RO^—A Ramble Round the Globe* With 220 Illustra* 

tians. Crown 8ve, doth extra, js. 6d. 

Dickens (Charles), Novels by. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. each« 

Bkatohes by Bos. | Nlcholaa Ntckleby. | OUvev Twlrt. 

About BBtfland with Dloktns. By Alfred Rimmeil. With 57 niusttations by C A* Vander* 
tfOOF. Alfred RimmeR, and others. Square 8yo, cloth extra, 7J. 6d. 

Dictionaries. 

A Dlettomavy of Klraoles t ImltatlY*, Realistic, and Dogmatic. By the Rev. E. C. Brewer, 

LL.D. Crown Sre, cloth extra, vi'. 6d. 
The Header's Handbook of Allusions. Refevenees, Plots, and Stories. By the Rer. 

S. C. Brewer, LL.D. With an English Bibliography. Crown 8ve, doth extra. 7^. 6</. 
Authors and their Works* with the Dates. Crown 8vo, cloth Hmp, as, 
FamlUar Short Sayings of Great Men. With Historical and Explanatory Notes by Samuel 

A. Bent, A.m. Crown 8vo. doth extra, 7^. 6<^ 
The Blantf Dictionary : Et3m)oloeical, Historical, and AnecdotaL Crown 8vo, cloth, 6r. 6d. 
WMrds, Facts, and Phrases : A Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and Oot-of-the-Way Matters. By 
ELISZER Edwards. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7J. 6d. 

Diderot.— The Paradox of Acting. Translated, with Notes, by 

Walter Herries Pollock, with Preface by Sir Henry Irving. Crown 8vo, parchment, 4^. 6d , 

Dobson (Austin), Works by. 

Thomas Benrlck and his Pupils, with 95 Illustrations. Square tvo, cloth, 6j. 
Four Frentdiilironien. With Four Portraits. Crown 8vo. buckram, g\Vt top dr. 
Blghteentb Century Vignettes* Two Series. Crown 8vo, buckram, 6x. each.— A Third 
. SBRIBS is neariy ready. 

Dobsoa (W. T.).— Poetical Ingenuities and Eccentricities. Post 

8to, dotf> Mnp, gf . 6g» ^^^ 

Donovan (Dick), Detective Stories by. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ax. each ; oloth Ump, v. id. each. 



The Han-Hunter. | Wanted I 

Caught at Last. 

Tracked and Taken. 

Who Poisoned Hetty Dunean T 

Bnsplolon Aroused. 



A Detective's Triumphs. 
In the Grip of the Law. 
Pram Information Received. 
Link by Link. 1 Dark Deeds. 
Riddles Read. 



Crown 8ro, eloth extra, jr. &f. ea«h ; post 8vo. illustrated boardSt 9S. each ; dotli, ex. 6d, each. 

The Han from Hanohester. With » lUustnitiens. 

Tracked to Doom. With Six full-page lUustratioas by Gordon Brownb. 

The Hystery of Jamaica Terrace. Crown 8vo, doth, 3/. 6d. 

Doyle (A. Conan).— The Firm of Qlrdlestone . Cr. 8vo, cl., 35. ed. 

— - ' ■ ■■ ■■ ■ ■■ I I ■■ - ^1^— ^W— ■■ ■ I I ■ I ■ ^1 ■ ■ -■ .M H I ^ ■ ■■ 11 i , , I I, I, I ■ I ■ ._ ..,,_ . i^ 

Dramatists, The Old. Crown 8vo, cl. ex., with Portraits, 65. per Vol. 

Ben Jonson's Works. With Ndtes, Critical and Explanatory, and a Biographical Memoir bv 

William Gifford. Edited by Colonel CUNNINGHAM. Three Vols. 
Chapman's Works. Three Vols. Vol. I. contains the Plays complete ; VoL II., Poems and Minor 

Translattons, with an Essay by A. C. SWINBURNE : Vol. III.. Translations of the Mad and Odyssey. 
Harlowe's Works. Edited, with Note^. by Colond Cukningham. One Vol. 
Hasslnger's Plays. From Gipford'S Text. Edited by Colonel Cunningham. One Vol. 

Duncan (Sara Jeannette : Mrs. Evsrard Cotes), Wlrks by* 

Crown 8to, doth Mctra, 7X. (d. eadu 

5 Social Departure. With nx Illustrations by F. H. TOWNSBND. 
n American Olrl In London. Whh 80 Illustrations by F. H. ToWNSBND. 
The Simple Adventures of a Hemsahlb. Whh 37 lUustratioas by F. U. Townsbnd. 

Crown Sto, cloth extra, 3X. td. eadu 
A Daughter of To-Day. I Vernon's Aunt. With 47 innstrations by Hal Hu rst. 

Dyer (T. F. Thlselton).— The Folk- Lore of Plants. Cr. 8vo. ci., 6s, 
Early English Poets. Edited, with Introductions and Annotations, 

by Rev. A. B. GroSART, D.D. Crvwn tro. doth boards, &r. per Volume. 
Fletcher's (Giles) Complete Poems. One VoU 
Davles* (Sir John) Complete Poetical Works. Two VoLi. 
Herrlck*s (Robert) Complete Collected Poems. Thcee Vols. 
Sidney's iSir Philip) Complete Poetical Works. Three Vols. 

Edgcumbe (Sir E. R. Pearce).— Zephyrus: A Holiday vbl^xt^tI^ 

and on the River Plate. With 4« Illustrations. Crown 8vo, ctoth ^t-Vty y . 



Edison, The Life and inventions oi TA^otsias K.* ^-j^.^f^-^^^^ 

ANTOSIA DICKSON. With aoo lUustratious by R. ¥ . 0\31CM-T , its;. \>^xk« •>»» OtfSC^ ^e».»^^' 
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E4wardc8 (Mrs. Annie), Novels by. 

PoR 8vo. Illustrated boards, «f . each. 
JlMhl* XiOvalL I A Point of Hokioiiv. 

Edwards (Bllezer).— Words, Facts, and Phrases: A Dictionary 

of Curious Quidnt, and Out-of-the-Way Matters. Crown 8vo, cloth, js. 6d. 

Edwards (M. Betham-), Novels by. 

Kitty* Pwt ftro. boanU. i. ; cloth, as. 6d. | FellbUu Post >yo. flhistrated boards, aj. 

EMrtom (Rev. J. C, M. A.) . — Sussex Polk and Sussex Ways. 

^Ki th Introduction by Rt. Dr. H. Wacb, and Four Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gf. 

Eggieston (Edward).— Roxy; A Novel. Post 8 vo, illust. boards, at. 
Englishman's House, The : A Practical Guide for Selecting or Build- 

kig a House By C. J. RlCHAItDSOW. Coloured Frontispiece and 534 Illust^. Cr. 8vo, tjpth^ js. 6d» 

Ewald (Alex. Charles, P.S.A.), Works by. 

Tba Lira and Times of Prince Charles Btnart. Count of Albany (Thb Y0UN6 Preten* 

DBR)^ Witb a PorUait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7^. 6a. 
Stories ftrom tlie fltats Papers* With Autotype Frontispiece. Crown Bvo, cloth. 6s. 

Eyes, Curt How-to Preserve Them. By John Browning. Cr. 8vo. 15. 
Familiar Short Sayings of Great Men. By Samubl Arthur Bbi^t, 

A.M. Fifth Edition.' Revised and Enlarged. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7^. 6</. ' ■ 

Faraday (Michael), Works by. Post Svo, cloth extra, 45. Gi. each. 

The Chemioal History of a Candle : Lectures delivered before a Juvenile Audience. Edited 

by WlLLfAUCROOlCBS, F.C.S. With numerous Illustrations. 
On the Various Forces of Nature, and their Relations to each other. Edited by 

William CROOKES. F.C.S. With Illustrations. 

■■■... i I . r < I I ■ . . II I ■ ■ .1 M I , 

Farrer (J. Anson), Works by. 

M ilitanr Manners and Castoms. Oown Bvo, doth extra, 6s. 

< I Three Essays, reprinted from ' Military Manners and Customs.' CroWn Svo, xs, ; cIot|i, zx. 6A 



Fenn (Q. Manville), Novels by. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, ^r. 6d. each ; poit Svo, Illustrated boards, a/, each. 
Ths Msv Mistress. i Witness to the Dead. | Tha Tiger LUy. 

The White Ylrgin. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ax. grf. ^^^^ 

Fin -Bee. — ^The Cupboard Papers : Observations on the Art of Living 

and Dining. Post 8vo, cloth limp, ax. 6d. 

Fireworks, The Complete Art of Making; or, The Pyrotechnist's 

Treasury._By THOMAS KENTISH. With a6^ IlinstT^tions. Crown Svo, cloth, 5ft 

First Book, My. By Walter Bksant, James Payn. W. Clark Rus- 

SF.LL, GRANT ALLEN. HALL CAINB, GEORGE R. SIMS. RUDYARD KlPLING. A. CONAN DOYLB, 
M. E. BRADDON, F. W. ROBINSON, H. RIDER HAGGARD, R. M. BALLANTYNE, I. ZaNGWILL, 
MORLEY ROBERTS, D. CHRISTIE MURRAY, MARY CORELLI. J. K. JEROME, JOHN STRANC.R 
>ViNTBR, BRET HaRTE, ' Q.,' ROBERT BUCHANAN, and R. L. STEVENSON. With a Prefatory Story 

by Jerome K. JfiRO^B, and 185 Illustrations. Small demy Svo. cloth extra, js. 6d. 

■■ ■- ... ■ -..--- 

Fitzgerald (Percy), Works by. 

The V^orld Behind the Scenes. Crown Svo. cloth extra, y. 6a. 
Ldttle Essays I Passages from the Letters of Charles Lamb. Post Svo, cloth. as.6d. 
A Day*S Tour t A Journey through France and Belgium. With Sketches. Crown 4to, ms» 
Fatal Zero. Crown Svo, cloth extra, y. 6d. \ post Svo, illustrated Iwards, as. 



Bella Donna. 
Polly. 



Post Svo, Illustrated boards, as. each. 

The Lady of Brantome. I The Second Mrs. Tillotson. 
Nevsr Forgotten. . . I Seventy-five Brooke Street. 



The Life of James Boswell (of Auchinleck). With Illusts. Two Vols., demy Svo. cloth, tAs. 
• Ths Savoy Opera. With 60 Illustrations and Portraits. Ci-d«tl Svo, cloth. 3^-. (>d. - 

Sir Henry Irvlntf l Twenty Years at the Lyceum. With Portrait. Crown Svo, xi. • cloth, xs. 64 

Flammarion (Camille), Works by.^ « 

Popular Astronomy x A Genets Description of the Heavens. Translated by J. ElUUid Gorb. 

F.R.A.S. With Three Plates and 38) Illustrations. Medium Svo, doth, 161; 
Urania I A Romance. With 87 Illustrations. Crpwn Svo, cloth extra, sx. 1 

Fletcher's (Giles, B.D.) Complete Poems : Christ's Victorie in 

Heaven, Christ's Victorie on Earth. Chrlsfs Triumph over Death, and Minor Poems. With Notes bv 
■Rev. A, B. GroSART, D.D. .Crown Svo. cloth boards. 1^. _^ f 

Foablanque (Albany).— FUthy \-ucte, l?o^^. %^o,\\\\«i, boards, ^*, 
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Francillon (R. E.)f Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ^r. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, ax, eaph. ^ 

One by One. | A'Re&IQaean. 1 A Dog and hla Shadow. 
Ropes of Sand. Illustrated. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, v. each. 
Qaeen Cophetoa* i Olympla* | Romanoea of the Iav* | KtagovXnavo? 

Jack Doyle's Daughter. Crown Svo, cloth, jr. 6A 
Esther's Glove* ^ap. 8vo, picture cover, xx. 

Frederic (Harold), Novels by. Post 8vo, illust. boards,. 25, eack» 

Seth's Rrother's Wife. j The Xavrton Olr l. 

French Literature, A History of. By Henry Van Laun. Tkree 

Vols., demy Svo, cloth boards, 7X. 6d. each. 

^1- — . ■ ■ ■ ■ I I ■ .— ■■ — ■! I I ■ ■!■■■■ I , .. ■■ — ■ Mill I ^M^.^^^— ^.^M^^.— — ^-^^■^■— — _■ ^ ■■ !■ - ■ I ■ ■■ !■ ■ 

Friswell (Hain ).~One of Two ; A. N o vel. Post Svo, illust. bds., 2^ . 
Frost (Thomas), Works by. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 35. 6d, each. 

Clrcas I4fe and Circus Celebrities. | Lives of the Conjurers. \ ■ ■ 

The Old Showmen and the Old Xiondon Fairs. 

Fry's (Herbert) Royal Guide to the London Charities. Edited 

ByJOHN Lanb. Published Annually. Crown 8vo, cloth, xi. &){: . 

Gardening Books. Post Svo, is. each ; cloth rimp. 15. 6d,^sac\t* 

A Tear's Work in Garden and Greenhouse. By Gborgb Glbnny. 
Household Horticulture. By Touand Janb Terrold. Illustrated. 
The Garden that Paid Che sent. By TOM JERROLD. 

My GaMen Wild* By Francis G. Hzath. troym Svo, doth extra, &r. 

Gardner (Mrs. Alan).-— Rifle and Spear with the Rajpoots : Being 

the Narrative of a Winter's Travel and Sport in Northern India. With numerous Illustrations by ttie 
Author and F. H. TOWNSBND. Demy 4to, half-bound, ai^ 

Garrett (Edward).— The Capel Girls: A Novel. Crown Svo, doth 

extra, with two Illustrations, 3X, 6cl. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, ax. 

Gaulot (Paul).— The Red Shirts: A Story of the Revokition. Tr^s- 

lated by JOHN DB ViLLlBRS. With a Frontispiece by^STANLBY WOOD. Crown 8vo, doth, 3X. «*. 

Gentleman's Magazine, The. is. Monthly. Contaiqs Stories, 

Articles upon Literature, Science, Biography, and Art, and * Table Talk* by SYLVANOSUltBAH. 
♦»♦ Bound yplumesfor recent years kept in stack, 8x. id. each, X^etses for binding, 9S, 

*— ' ^^- ^ ■■!■ .■■^■.■■■I..ll ■- ■ !■ ■-■■■■ I ,. — .,. , , _| — ■ I ■■_ ■ .1 I, p ■ — ^li^M. II ■- — 

Gentleman's Annual, The. Published Annually in November, is. 

That for 1896 is entided A Minion of the Moon, by T. W. SPgiGHT. ■ • 

German Popular Stories. Collected by the Brothers Grimm and 

Translated by EDGAR TAYLOR. With Introduction by JOHN RUSKIN, and aa Steel Plates after 
GBORGB CRUIKSHANJC. Square Svo, doth. 6^. 6(^ ; gilt edges, ^s. 6d. 

Gibbon (Chas.), Novels by. Cr. 8vo,cl., 35. 6i. ea.; post Svo, bds., 25. ea. 

RoUn Gray. Frontispiece. | The Golden Shaft. I^ontispiece. 1 Xiovlng a Dreav. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ax. each. 



The Flower of the Forest. 

The Dead Heart« 

For Lack of Gold. 

What Will the World Say? 

For the King. t A Hard Knott 

JIueen of the Meadow, 
n Pastures Green. 



In Love and War. 

A Heart's Problem. 

By Mead and Stream. 

The Braes of Yarrow. 

Fancy Free. | Of High Oegrait 

In Honour Bound. 

Heart's Delight. | HJood-Money. 



Gilbert (W. S.), Original Plays by. In Three Series, 25. 6d. each. 

The First Sbribs contains : The Wicked Worid— Pygmalion and Galatea— Charity— The ftmOan^ 

The Palace of Truth— Trial by Jury. 
The Sp.GOND Serirs t Broken Hearts— Engaged— Sweetheartt^-^Sretcheiu-Daal Dnice—Tom Cobb 

— H. M.S. * Pinafore'— The Sorcerer— The Pirates of Penzance. 
The Third Series: Comedy and Tragedy- Foggerty's Fairy— Rosencrants and Gundenstern-- 

Patience— Princess Ida— The Mikado— K.uudigor»>-The Yeomen of the Guasdr— Tbi^ Goadoltere— 

The Mountebanks— Utopia. 

Bight Original Oomie Operas written by W. S. Gilbert. Containing: The Sorcerer— H.l^l.S. 
' Pinafore '—The Pirates of Pensance—Iolapth»*Patienc«— Princes* Ida— Hie Mikado-Tw bv 
Jury. Demy 8vo, cloth limp, 9S.6d» 

The GUbert and Sullivan Birthday Book t Quotations for Every Day ia the Yesr. tqlieted 
from Plays by W. S. GILBERT set jQ Music 1^ Sir A^ 5UI44VAIt CoinpM by AWIX. WAftaii^ 
I^Qy9ltdi4Qij4p«iu»el«4ther,v.6ab — ^-r ,i — .^- -— i^ 
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Gilbert (William), Novels by. Post 8vo, illustrated bds^ 2s. each. 

Dr. Aasiin's Guests. 1 Jamss Duke* Costennon^sr. 

The Wlsard of the Mountain* 



QiAnvilie (Ernest), Novels by. 

Crown 8ve, cloth extra, y. 6d. each ; post 8vo. illustrated beards, or. each. 
The Lost Heiress l A Tale of Love, Battle, and Adventure. With Two Illustrations by H. NiSBBT. 
The FosslOkeP t A Romance of Mashonaland. With Two Illustrations by HUME NiSSHT. 
A FaiJP Colonist. With a Frontispiece by STANLEY Wood. 

The Golden Roek. With a Frontispiece by STANLEY WOOD. Crown 8ve, cloth extra, y. 6tU 
Kloof TarhS* Crown 8vo, picture cover, is. ; ciuth, ix. id. 

Qlenny (Qeor|:e).— A Year's Work in Garden and Greenhouse: 

Practical Advice as to the Management of the Flower. Fruit, and Frame Garden. Post 8vo, xs, ; cloth, zs.fid. 

Godwin (WIIHam).— Lives of tfie Necromancers. Post 8v6, el.. 25. 
Gold«n Treasury of Ytiought, Ttie : An Encyclopaedia of Quota- 

TIONS. Edited by THKODORB TAYLOR. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, jx. 6A 

Gontaut, Memoirs of the Duchesse de (Gouvernante to the Chil- 

dren of France). 1^73-1836. With Twe Photogravures. Two Vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, gif. 

Goodman (E. J.).— The Fate of Herbert Wayne. Cr. 8vo, 35. 6d, 
Graham (Leonard).— The Professor's Wife ; A Story. Fcp. 8vo. is. 
Greeks and Romans, The Life of the, described from Antique 

Menummts. By ERNST GUHL and W. KONER. Edited by Dr. F. HUEFFER. With 545 lUustra* 
tions. Large crown 8vo, doth extra, -js. 6^. 

Greenwood (James), Worlcs by. Crown Svo. cloth extra, 35. 6d, each. 

The Wilds of London^ | Low- Life Deeps. 

Greville (Henry), Novels by. 

Nikaner. Translated by Eliza E. Chase. Post 8vo. illustrated boards, sx. 

A Noble Womam. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, y. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, ay. 

Griffith (Cecil).— Corinthia Marazion : A Novel. Crown Svo, cloth 

extra, y. &». ; post 8vo. illustrated beards, ax. 

Grundy (Sydney).— The Days of his Vanity: A Passage in the 

Life of a Young Man. Crowm Svo, cloth extra, y. 6d, ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2f . 

Habberton (John, Author of * Helen's Babies '), Novels by. 

Post 8to, Illustrated boards, ax. each : cloth limp, sx. 6d. each. 
Brneton's Bayou. ( Conntry Luck. 

Hair, The: Its Treatment in Health, Weakness, and Disease. Trans- 
lated from the German of Dr. J. FiNCUS. Crown Svo, u. ; cloth, ix. 6d. 



Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon), Poems by. Cr. Svo, cl. ex.,6.«. each. 

New Symbols. | Legends of the Hoffow. i The Serpent Play. 

Maiden Ecstasy. Small 4to. cloth extra. 8x. 



Halifax (C.).— Dr. Rumsey's Patient. By Mrs. L. T. Meade and 
Clifford Halifax, m.d. Crown svo, deth. 6x. 

Hall (Mrs. S. C.).— Sketches of Irish Character. With numerous 

Illustratiens on Steel and Wood by MaCLISE. GILBERT. Harvey, and GEORGE CRUIKSHank. 
Small demy Svo, cloth extra, yx. td. 

Hali (Owen). —The Track of a Storm. Crown Svo. cloth. 65. 
Halliday (Andrew).— Every-day Papers. Post Svo, boards, ^2^. 



Handwriting, The Philosophy of. With over 100 Facsimiles and 

Explanatory Text. By DON Felix de Salamanca. Post 8vo, cloth limp, ex. 6</. 

Hanky-Panky: Easy and Difficult Tricks. White Magic. Sleight of 

Hand; &c Edited by W. H. Cramer. With aeo Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 4J. 6d. 

Hardy (Lady Duffus).— Paul Wynter's Sacrifice. Post Svo, bds.. 25 . 
Hardy (Thomas).— Under the Greenwood Tree. Crown Svo. cloth 

extra, with Portrait and i$ Illustrations, 3X. 6<f. ; post Svo. illustrated boards, ax. clpth Hay^ ax. 6d. 

Harwood (J. Berwick).— The Tenth gad, Ppst Svo, boards, zi. 
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Harte's (Bret) Collected Works. Revised by the Author. LIBRARY 

EDITION, in Nine Volumes, cro-wn 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each. 
Vol. I. COMPLETE POETICAL AND DRAMATIC WORKS. With Steel-plate Portrait. 
„ It. The Luck op roaring Camp— Bohemian papers— American legends. 
,t III. Tales of the Argonauts— Eastern sketches. 
M IV. Gabriel Conroy. i Vol. V. Stories— Condbnsbo Novels, &c. 
n VI. Tales of the Pacific Slope. , 

VII. Tales of the Pacific Slope— II. With Portrait by John Pettis, R.A. 
» VIII. Tales op the Pine and the Cypress. 
„ IX. Buckeye and Chapparsl^ 

¥he Select Works of Bret Harte. in Prose and Poetry. With Introductory Essay by J. M. 

BELLEW, Portrait of the Author, and 50 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, js. M. 
Bret Harte's Poetical Works. Printed on hand-made paper. Crown 8vo. buckram. 4^. M. 
A Hew Volume of Poems. Crown 8ve, buckram, s^. [Fre^ariuZ' 

The Qneen of the Pirate Isle. With 98 Original Drawinn by Katb Grebnaway, reproduced 

in Colours by EDMUND EVANS . Small 4to, cloth, y. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6d. each ; post 8yo, picture boards, sr. each. 
A W^alf Of the Plains. With 60 Illustrations by Stanley L. Wood. 
A Ward of the Golden Gate . With 59 Illustrations by Sta nley L. WOOD. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ^r. M. each. 
A Sappho of Green Springs, &c With Two Illastrations by Humb Nisbbt. 
Colonel Starbottle's Client, and Some Other People. With a Frontispiece. 
Basy : A Novel. With Frontispiece and Vignette by J. A. CHRlSTlb. 
Bally Dows, &c. With 47 Illustrations by W D. ALMOND and others. 
A Protegee of Jack Hamlin's* &c. with a* Illustrations by W. SMALL and others. 
The Bell-Rlnger of Angel's, &c. With m Illustrations by Dudley Hardy and otliers. 
Clarence : A Story of the American War. With Eight Illustrations by A. JULE GOODMAN. - 
Barker's Lack, &c. With jv Illustrations by A. Forbstibr, PAUL Hardy, &c 
Devil's Ford, &c With a Frontispiece by W. H^OVEREND. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3J. each. 
Gabriel Conroy. I The Luck of Bearing Camp, &c. 

An Heiress of Bed Dog. &c. | Call fornian Stories. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards. aJ. each ; cloth, ax. 6</. each. 
Flip. I Maruja. | A PhylUs of the Sierras. 

Maweis (Mrs. H. R.), Books by. 

The Art of Beauty. With Coloured FrontRpiece and 91 Illustrations. Square 8to, doth bds., 6s. 

The Art of Decoration. With Coloured Frontispiece and 74 Illustrations. Sq. 8vo, cloth bds., &r. 

The Art of Dress. With 39 Illustratiens. Post 8vo, is. ; cloth, is. 6d, 

Chaucer for Schools. Demy 8vo, cloth limp, or. 6d. 

Chaucer for Children. With 38 Illustrations (8 Coloured). Crown 4to, doth extra, y. 6d. 

Haweis (Rev. H. R., M.A.), Books by. 

American Humorists: Washington Irving, Oliver Wendell Holmes, Jambs russkli. 

LOWELL, ArteMUS WARD, -MARK TWAIN, and BRET HarTB. Third Edition. Crown 8vo. 

cloth extra, 4r. 
Travel and Talk, 1885-93-95 : My Hundred Thousand Miles of Travel through America— Canada 

—New Zealand— Tasmania— Australia— Ceylon -The Paradises of the Pacific. With Photogravure 
Frontispieces. Two Vols., crown Svo, cloth, ns. 

Hawthorne (Julian), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 3X. 6d, each ; post Svo, Illustrated boards, ax. each. 
Garth. I EUice Quentin. I Beatrix Randolph. With Four lUusts. . 

Sebastian Strome. I David Polndexter's Disappearaneti 

Fortune's FooL i Dost* F our musts, t The Sp ectre of the Camera. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, or. each. 

Miss Cado^a. I Lots— o r a Mam*. 

Mrs. Oainsboron^ft's Diamonds. Fcap. 8vo, illustrated cover, xs. 

Hawthorne (Nathaniel).— Our Old Home. Aonotated with Pas- 

sages from the Author's Note-books, and Illustrated with 31 Photogravures. Two Vols., cr. Sv o, its. 

Heath (Francis Qeorge).~My Garden Wild, and What I Grew 

There. Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 6s. 

Helps (Sir Arthur), Works by. Post Svo. cloth limp, 25- 6d, each. 

Animals and their Masters. | Social P ressure. 

Ivan de Blron X A Novel Crown Svo, cloth extra, y. 6d. ; past 8ve. illustrated boards, aj. 

Henderson (Isaac). — Agatha Page; A Novel. Cr. Svo.cl, 3^. 6i. 
Henty (G. A,), Novels by. 

Rujub the JuMIer. With Eight inustrations by STANLEY L. WOOD. Crown Svo, dcth. y. eJ.; 

post Svo, illiHtrated boards, as. 
Dorothy's Double. Crown Svo, cleth, y.6te. 
The Queen's Cup. 3 vols., crown 8vo, ly. net. {Skortlyi, 

Herman (Henry).— A Leading Lady. Post 8 vo. bds., 2s. ; cl.,25.6 i. 
Herrick's (Robert) Hesperides, Noble Numbers, and Complete 

Collected Poems, with Memorial-Introduction and Notes by the Rev. A. B. GUOSART, D.D., 
Steel Portrait, &c. Three Vols., crown Svo, cloth boards, iSx. 
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Hertzka (Dr. Thebdor)^~Preeland : A Social Anticipation. Trans- 

toted by ABTrtUR Raksom. Crown 8vo. cloth extra. 6s. 

Hesse- Wartegg (Chevalier Ernst von).— Tunis: The I^and and 

the Pe o ple. With aa Illustrations. Crown 8vo, doth extra, y. 6rf. «_^^_ 

Hill (Headon). — Zambra tlie Detective. Post 8vo, bds. , zs.; gl., 25. 6d. 
Hill (John), Works by. 

T yaaon-Felony* Post 8vo, boards, a/. | The Common AnCMttogf Cr. 8vq, cloth, y.6<L 

ithidley (Charles), Works by. 

Tavevn Aneedotos and Baylntfs t Indudinir Reminiscancos oonnected with Coffee Houses, 

Clubs. Sic. With Illustrations. Crown Svo, dotli extra, y. 6d. 
The Uf e and Advnturea of » Cheap Jack. Crown Svo, doth extra, y. 6rf. 

' Hodges (Sydney). —When Leaves were Oreen. 3 vols., 155. net. 

Hoe y (Mrs. Casliel).— The? Lover's Creed. Post Svo, boards, 25. 
Holiday, Where to go for a. By E. P. Sholl, Sir H. Maxwell, 

Bart., M.P., JOHN WATSOTf, JANB BARLOW, MARY LOVBTT CAMERON. JUSTIN H. MCCARTHY, 
PAUL LANOT. J. W. GRAHAM, J. H. SALTER, PltCBBB ALLEN, S. J. BECKETT, L. RIVERS VlNB, 
and C. F. GORDON Cummimg.< Cmwn 8vo, is. ; doth, tx. 6d. 

iioillngshead (John). —Niagara Spray. Crown Svo, 15. 

Holmes (Gordon, M.D.)— The Science of Voice Production and 

Voice Preservation. Crpyhi 6vo. u . ; doth, rx . &/. 

Holmes (Oliver Wendell), Works by. 

The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Tahle. IDustrated by J. Qordoh THQlifSON. P.ost Svo, doth 

Urap, ax. 6rf.— Another Edition, post 8vo, doth, ax. 
The Aiitoer^t of the Breakfast-Table aB<i nie Professor at tiie Breakfast-Table. 

In One VqL Post 8yo, half-bound, ax. _ 

Hood's (Thomas) Choice Works in Prose and Verse. With Life of 

llie Author, Pottrait, and aoo Illustrations. XrownSvo, doth extra, yx. 6d. 

Hood's- Whims and Oddities. With 85 Illustrations. Post Svo, half-bound, ax. 

Hood (Tom).— Prom Nowhere to the North Pole: A Noah's 

ArkaMtogicai. M a rr ative. With aj Illustrations by W, BRIJNTON and E. C. BARNES. Cr. 8vo, doth. 6x. 

Hook's (Theodore) Choice Humorous Works; including his Ludi- 
crous Adventures, Eons Mots, Puns, and Hoaxes. With Life of the^ Author. Portraits, Facsimiles, and 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, doth extra, yx. 6rf. 

Hooper (Mrs. Oeo.).— The House of Raby. Post Svo. boards, 25. 
Hopkins (TIghe).— "Twixt Love and Duty.' Post Svo, boards, 2s. 
Home (R. Hengist). — Orioni An. Epic Poem. With Photograph 

Portrait by SUMMERS. Teoth Edition. Crown Svo. doth extra, ^s. 

Httogerford (Mrs., Author of ' Molly Bawn '), Novels by. 

Post 8vo^ illustrated boards, ax. «ach : doth limp, ax. 6d. each. 
A Maiden All Forlorn. I In Durance Vile. ) A Mental Struts. 
Marvel. | A Mod ern Ci rce. | 

Crown Svo, doth extra, ox. 6^ cadi ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, ax. •ach ; cloth limp, ax. 6d. each. 
iMSdy Yevner's Flight.. | The Red- House Mystery. 

Crown Svo, doth extra, 3X. 6</.'each. 
nke Three Graces. With 6 illustrations. 

The Professor's Bxperlmant. With Frontispiece by E. J. Wheeler. 
A Point of consciende. '__ {Feb, 1897. 

Huat's (Leigh) Essays : A Tale for a Chimney Comer, &c. Edited 

by Edmund OIXIBR.' Post 8vo. half-bound, ax. _ 

Hunt (Mrs. Alfred), Novels by. 

Crown Svo, doth extra, y. 6d. each ; post Svo, Illustrated boards, ax. each. 
Th% Leaden Casket. | Self-Condemned. | That Other Penum. 

Thomlcroft's Model. Post Svo, boards, ax. [ Mrs. Juliet. Crown Svo. doth extra, y. 6d. 

Ijfutchison (W. M.).— Hints on Colt- breaking. With 25 Iliustra- 

tions. Crown Svo. doth extra, y. 6rf. . . 

Hydrophobia : An Account of M. Pasteur's System ; The Technique of 

^ Method, and Statistics. By Renaud SUZOR, M.B. Crown Svo. cloth extra, 6x. 

tlyae (C. J. Cutcliffe).— Honour of Thieves. Cr. Svo, cloth. 35. 6^. 
Mler (The) : An Illustrated Magazine. Edited by T. K Jerome. ii7 

Monthly. The first EIGHT V0L6., doth, y. each ; Vol. IX., js, W.—Cases for Binding, ix. 6rf. each. 
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Impression^ (The) of Atireole; Cheaper Kdit^oq, with a New Proh 

face. Poat 8vo, .blush-row pap«r ajEul cl^, M. 6<A 

^^■1^— ^—*i>^l m ■ — <— ^JifclA— ■ I II II -^■^—1 II 11 fcllMW -^^. I ■■!■■■■■■■ 1 ' ■ ^^^ I ■ ■ ■ ■■■i»M ■ ■■ I , 

Indoor Paupers. By Owb of TheKi. Crown 8vo, is, ; cloth, 15. 6d. 
Ingeiow (Jean).— Fated ta he Free. Post 8vo. illustrated bds., 25. 
Innkeeper's Hi^ndbook (The) dnd Licensed Victualler'^^ ManuaL 

By J. TREVOR-DAVIBS. Crown 8vo, v. ; cloth, is.Cd. ' 

Irish Wit and Humour, Songs of. Collected and Edited by A. 

Pbrcbval CRAVBfi. Post aro, doth Jimp, «.&<: 

. . I - i I ■ I L I ^ 11 I ■ 

Irving (Sir Henry) : A Record of over Twenty Years at the Lypeum. 

By Percy PrrZGBRALr^ With Portrait. Crown 8v», rx. ; cloth, xj. 6<f. 

I^Ll^ .L ■ I 1 ■ . Hl«.l I IT - ' * '^' I I - ■ ^1 

James (C. T. C.)* -^ A Romance of the Queen's Hounds. Post 

8vo, picture corer, IX. ; doth 4imp,-t*:-6A ■ 

■■■■* ' ■ ■ Vt^l ' " ' ■ ~ ■ T J fc. I 1 ; ■■ _ ' .1 .| 

Jameson (William).*r-My Dead Seif. Post 8vo, bds., 25. ; cl., 25. 6d. 
Japp (Aiex. H., LL.D4»—l>rgmMttlc Pictures, &c. Cr. Svo, cloth, 5^ 
Jay (Harriett), Novels, by. Po?t8vo, illustrated boards, 25. each, 

Th« Dark Colleen* ' I The Queen of Connan^t. 

Jefferies (Richard) t Works by. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each* 

Matovo nea» Iiondon. \- The Life of the JTlelde. | The Open Air. 

*^ Also the HAND-IIAOB PAPER ^On^lON, crowB Svo, )>uckr9m, s^ top, 6f. each.. ^ 

The Bolotfy of Rlehard Jeffexieai ^ By Sit Walter besakt. With a Photograph Potti^t 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6kr. 

Jennings (Henry X), Work^ by. 

Onrioutlee of Criuelem. Post 8vo, doth limp, w. 64f. 

Iiord Tennysoat A Biograpiiical Sketch; With Portrait. Post Svo, ts. ; doth, u. 64, 



Jerome (Jerome K.), Books by 

Statfeland. With 64 Illustrations by J. BeErnard PARTRIDGE. Fcap. 4to, pictare cover, xs. 
John Intferfleld, &c. With 9 Ilhists. by A^ S. Boyd and John Gulich. Fcap. »vo. pic. cov. xx. 0k^ 
The Frude'C Protfreu t A Cooiedy by J. Kw Jeroub and Eden PmiLLpotts. Cr. 8vo, xx. 60* 

Jerroid (Dougias):^The Barbei^s Chair; and The Hedgeiio^ 

Iieitenu Pc^ 8vo, printed on laid paper and half-bound, ax. 

Jerroid (Tom), Works Jby.. JPost &\xu is. ea. ; cloth limp, is. 6d, each. 

The Garden that Paid the Rent. 

Hooaehold Hortloolture t A Qossip about Flow^ Illustrjfted. 

Jesse (Edward).— Scenes and Occupiitions of a Country Lile. 

Post 8vo, doth flmpi ax. 



Jones (Wiiiiam, F.S.A.), Worics by. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 75. 6d, each. 

' ig JLore 1 HistC|ricaL legendary, and AnecddtaL With nearly 300 Ilhi^rations. Second 
[tevfnbd and &imzcd. _.^ . 

h Paet and Present. Includintr the Sea Md Senmen, Miners. Taiisnians, Word and 
ivin^on, Exojrv^singand^lessine or Animals. Birds, Cg^s, Luck, Siq* W^ Frontispiece. 
id Coronations s ,A History ctf Regalia, with loo^Qlvstrations, * 



Flnjer-Rlng JLorei HistcyncaL llegendary, and AnecddtaL With nearly 300 Ilhi^rations. Second 

Edition. Revfnbd and Enliirged. ..^ . 

Crednlitles. Past and Present. Includin^f the Sea 

Letter Divln^on, Exojrv^singand^lessi 
Crowns and Coronations i ,A History 

Jonson's (Ben) Worics. With Notes Critical" and Explanatory, and 

a Piographica) Memoir by WlLLiAU GiFFORO. £4ited 1^ Colond CUNNiNGiiAM. , Three Volii, 
crown 8ve,doth^xtra,6x. each. ... .». ■ 

JosephUS,The Cditlptete Wdrkis of. Translated by Whiston, Coi|h 

taining ' The Antiquities of the Tews' and 'The Wars of the Jews.^ With ^ lUuitrationi^ and Map*. 
Two Vols., demy 8vo, half-bquna, xax. 6d, • ' » ' 

Kempt (Robert).— Pencil and Palette : Chapters on Art and Arti^ta^ 

Pest Svo, cloth limp, ax. &^ , \ 

Kershaw (Mark). ^Colonial Facts and Fictions: ,Hl^hloro^t 

Sketchee. Pest Svo, illustrated boArds, of. ; ctoth, v.6d. • 

Kine (R. Ashe), Novels by. Cr.8vo,cl.,35. 6i.ea.; post 8vo, bds. i^at.qit, 

A Drawn Game. ' | *TheW eagln< of iho Oveen«* • 

f ost Svo, illustrated boards, sx. each. 1 

VftMlon'g llaYt* I BoU Banv« ^-^' 
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Knight (William, M.R.C.S,, and Edward. L.R.C.P.). r- The 

Patient*» Yxle Mecnm t H»w to Get Most B«ne<lt frwn M«<ncM AdTJce. Cr. 8ro. is. ; cL, u. 6<fc 

Knights (The) of the Lion : A Romano^ of the Thirteenth Century 

Etlited. with an Introduction, by the MarQUHSS OP LORWH, K.T. Crown trO| dth extra, 6j. 

Lamb'5 (Charles) Complete Works in Prose and Verse, including 

* Poetry for Children 'and * Prince Donit.' Edited,* with Notes and Introduotion, by R. H. SHEf>< 
HERD. With Two Portraits and Facsfanile of the ' Essay on RoestPi^.' Crown 8vo, half-bd., 7«. 6i^ 

The Essays of Ella* Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and half-bound, as. 

lilttle Essays i Slcetcbes and Characters by CHARLES LAMB, selected from his Letters by PbrCY 
FITZGKRALD. Post tve. cloth liniB, as. 6d. 

The Dramatio Essays of Charles Lamb. Witli Tntroductioo and Notes bjr Brandbk Mat- 
THEW3, and Steel-plate Portrait. Fcap. 8vo, half-bound, as. 6d. 

Landor (Walter Savage).— Citation and Examination of William' 

Shakspeare. Jlrc, before Sir Thomas Lucy, touching^ Deer-stealinj;'. 19th September, 1583. To which 
is added. A Oonfevance of Master Bdmund Speaser with the Earl of Essex, touching the 
State of Ireland, 1595. Fcap. 8vo, half-Ro»burghe, as. 6rf. 

Lane (Edward William).— The Thousand and One Nights, com- 
monly called in Ensrland The Araolan Nights' Entertainments. Translated ^ora the Arabic, • 
with Notes. Illustrated with many hundred En^ravinffs from £>esigns by HARVEY. Edited by Edwakd 
STANLEY Poole, with Preface by STANLEY Lanb-POOLB. Three Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, js. bd. ea. 



Larwood (Jacob), Works by. 

The Story of the London Parks. With Illustrations. Ciewn 8vo, doth extra, sr. 6d, 
Anecdotes of the Clergy. Post 8vo, laid pa per, hal f-bound, ax. 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, ax. td. each. 
Forensic Anecdotes. I Theatrlcjal Anecdotes. 

Lehmann (R. C), Works by. Post 8vo, 15. each; cloth, 15. 6d, each. 

Harry Flaoyer at Cambrldtfe. 

€k>nyersatlonal Hints for Yonntf Shooters t A Guide to Polite Talk. 



Leigh (Henry S.), Works by. 

Carols of Cockayne. Printed en han<{-made paper, bound in buckram, jx. 
Jeux d'Esprlt. Edited by HENRY S. Leigh. Post 8vo. cloth limp, «x. &/.. 



Leiand (C, Godfrey).— A Manual of Mending and Repairing. 

With Diagrama Crown 8vo, cloth, 5f. 

Lepelletler (Edmond). — Madame Sans-Qene. Translated from 

the French by JOHN DB VlLLlRRS. Crown 8ro, cleth extra, y. 6d. 

Leys (John).— The Lindsays; A Romance. Post 8vo, illust.bd8..25. 
Lindsay (Harry).— Rhoda Roberts: A Welsh Mining Story. Crown 

8vo, cloth, 3X. 6d. 

Linton (E. Lynn), Works by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ^r. 6d. each ; post 8ro. illustrated boards, «r. each. 
Patricia Kemball. J lone. I Under which Lord 7 With xa Ulustrationst 

The Atonement of Learn Dundas. I * My Love I' I Sowlntf the Wind. 

The World Well Lost. With lalllusts. I Paston Carew, Millionaire and Miser. 

The One Too Many. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ax. each. 
The Rebel of the Family. | With a Bilken Thread. 



Post 8vo, cloth limp, or. 6d. each. 
Witch Stories. I Ourselves t Essqrs on Womeo. 

Freeshooting i Extracts from th e Works of Mrs. LYNN Lint on. 

Dulde BvertOB. • toIs., crown 8vo, zox. ne^ 

Lucy (Henry W.).— Gideon Fleyce: A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth 

extra, 3X. 6d. ; peat >vo^ nliistrated board!^ as. 

Macalplne (Avery). Novels by. 

Teresa Itasca. Crown 8vo. doth extra, xx. 

Broken Wings. With Sbt Illustrations by W. J. HbnnbsSY. Crown 8vo, doth extra, 6t. 

MacColl (Hugh), Novels by. 

Mr. Stranger's Sealed Packet. Post 8to, Illustrated boards, as. 
Ednor Whltlock. Crown igvo. cleth extra, fix. 



Macdonell (Agnes).— Quaker Cousins. Post 8vo, boards, 25. 



MacQregor (Robert).— Pastimes and Players: Notes on Popular 

Game s. Pos t 8vo, clo th limp, as. M. _^ 

Mackay (Charles, LL.D.). — Interludes and Undertones; or, 

Man',: at Twilight. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 6x, 
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McCarthy (Justin, M.P.), Works by. 

A History of Our Own Times, from the Accession of Queen Victoria to the General Election of 
x83o. Four Vols,, demy »vo, cloth extra, t2s. each.— Also a POPULAR Hdition, in Four Vols., 
crown 8vo, cloth extra. 6s. each.— And Uie J U KILEB Edition, with an Appendix of Events to the end 
of 1886, in Two Vols., la^e crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7S. 6d. each. 
*«* VoL v., brinpni; the narrative down to tba end uf the Sixtieth Year of the Queen's Reign, is 

In preparation. Demy 8vo, cloth, its. 

A Short History of Our Own Timesi One VoL, crown Hvo. cloth extra, fif.— Also a Cheap 
POPULAR Edition, post 8vo, cloth limp, ts. 6d. 

A. History of tne Four Gsog< 6S. Four Vols., demy 8vo. cL ex., zsx. each. [Vols. I. &. II. ready » 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, jr. 6d, each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 9S. each ; cloth limp, %r. 6d. each. 



The Waterdale Maltfhbouva« 

My Enemy's Daagl&ter« 

A Fair Saxon* 

lilnley Roehford. 

Dear I<ady Disdain* 

Hiss Misanthrope* With t» niustraUoas. 



Donna Quixote. With xa Illustrations. 

The Comet of a Season. 

Maid of Athens. With za Illustrations. 

Camlola : A Girl with a Fortune. 

The Dictator. 

Red Diamonds* 



The Riddle Rlntf* Crown Svo , cloth, y. 6J. [Afay, 1897. 

* The Right Honourable.' By J ustin McCarthy, M.P., and Mrs. Campbell Praed. Crown 

8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

<■ I M— ^^.^ ■ ^■^■^^^^^^^^^^■^■^^I^W^^^^^^iM I T ■ ~^^^^^^m^^^ ^^^^M^PM^B^— ^M^^^^M^^^M^— ^M^^^^^^M^^B^— IM^ I 

McCarthy (Justin Huntly), Works by. 

The French Revolttilon* (Constituent Assembly, 1789-91). Four Vols., demy Svo, cloth extra, izj-. 
each. Vols. I. & II. ready; Vols. III. & IV. in thcpress» 

An Outline of the History of Ireland* Crown Svo, \s. : cloth, \s. 6d. 
Ireland Since the Union* Sk etches of Irish History, 1798-1 886. Crown Svo, doth, 6fw 

HaHz In Iiondon i Poems. Sma ll Sro, gold cloth, y. 6./. 

Our Sensation Novel* Crown Sro, picture cover, \s. ; cloth limp, vs. 6A 

Doom X An Adantic Episode. Crown Svo, picture cover. \s. 

Dolly : A Sketch. Crown Svo, picture cover, vs. ; cloth limp, xs. 6d. 

I«Uy Ijass : A Romance. Crown Svo. picture cover, \s. ; cloth limp, t-S. 6d. 

The Thousand and One Days* With Two Photogravures. Two Vols., crown 8to, half-bd., xas, 

A liOndon liegend. Crown Svo, doth, 3^. 6d. 

MacDonald (George, LL.D.)t Books by. 

Works of Fancy and Imagination. Ten Vols., i6£o, doth, gilt edges, In doth case, Szx. ; or 

the Volumes may be had separately, in Grelier cloth, at ax. 6d. each. 
VoL I. Within and Without.— the Hidden Life. 

„ II. The Disciple.— The Gospal women.— Book op Sonnets.— Organ Songs. 
n UL Violin Songs.— Songs ok the Days and Nights.— A book of dreams.— koadsidb 

Poems.— POEMS for children. 
„ IV. Parablbs.->ballads.— Scotch songs. 

„ V. & VI. PHANTASTES z a Faarie Romance. I VoL VII. THE PORTENT. 
„ VIII. The Light princess.— The Giant's Heart.— shadows. 
„ IX. Cross purposes.— The Golden key.— The Carasovn.— Little Daylight. 
M X. The cruel painter.— The Wow o* Rivven.— The Castle.- The broken swords, 
—The Cray Wolf.— Uncle Cornelius. 

Poetical Works of George MacDonald* Collected and Arranged by the Author. Two Vols., 

crewD Svo, buckram, los. 
A Tlireefold Cord. Edited by George MacDonald. Pos t Svo, cloth, 5*. 

Phantastes : A Faerie Romance. With 25 Illustrations by J. BELL. Crown Svo, cloth extra, jj. 6d. 
Heather and Snow t A Novel. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3^. 6d. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, zs. 
Iiilith t A Romance. Second Edition. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Maclise Portrait Gallery (The) of Illustrious Literary Charac^ 

ters i 83 Portraits by Daniel Maclise : with Memoirs— Biogrraphical, Critical. BibHoL'raphical 
and Anecdotal— illustrative of the Literature of the former half of the Present Century, by William 
Bates, B.A. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7 j. 6i/. 

Macquoid (Mrs.), Works by. Square Svo, cloth extra, 65. each. 

In the Ardennes. With 50 Illustrations by Thomas R. Macquoid. , 

Pictures and Legends from Normandy and Brittany. 34 Illusts. by T. R. MaCquoid. 

Through Normandy. With 92 Illustrations by T. R. Macquoid. and a Map. 

Through Brittany. With 35 Illustrations by T. R. Macquoid, and a Map. 

About XOrluhira« With 67 lU ustrations by T. R. MACQUO ID. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, as. each. 
The Evil Bye, and other Storios. | Lost Rose, and other Stories. 

Mas:ician's Own Book, The: Performances with Eggs, Hats, &c. 

Edited by W. H. CREMER. With aoo Illustrations. Crown Svo, doth extra,! s.bd. 

Ma^ic Lantern, The, and its Management : Including full Practical 

Directions. By T. C. HEPWORTH. With ro Illustrations. Crown Svo, if. ; < loth, ts. 6d. 

Mag:na Charta : An Exact Facsimile of the Original in the British 

Museum, 3 feet by a feet, with Arms and Seals emblazoned in Gold and Colours, y. 

Mallory (Sir Thomas). — Mort d' Arthur: The Stories of Kin?, 

Arthur and of the Knijrhts of the Roup4 TaWe. (A Selection.) E<Jifcwi \« "^^ ViSS«V^>*»»^'^^*>*^~ 
IWIfG. Post «VQ,4Qth limp, ^ 
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Mallock (W. H.), Works by. 

The Mew Republic* Post 8ro, picture cover, sr. ; doth ffanp, v. CA 

The Meur Paul A V Irjflnia t Positivism on an Island. Post 8vo, cloth, at. 6d. 

A Bomanoe of the Wmetee Bth Centngy. Crown 8vo, cloth 4r. i pest Sve^ lOast. boards, aft 

Poems. Sinan4to,i>archinent, as. 

le Life Worth Living 7 Crown 8vo. cloth extra. 6t. 

Marks (H. S., R.A.). Pen and Pencil Sketches by. With Four 

Photo gravures and ia6 IHustrattogs. Two Vols, demy 8»o, eiolh, m^ y, . , .. 

Marlowe's Works. Including his Translations. Edited, with Notes 

and Introductions, by Colonel CUWNIWGHAM. Cfcgyn 8v% dsfih^cna. 6s. 



Marryat (Florence), Novels by. Post 8vo, illust. l;K>ards, 2s, each. 

A Harvest of WU« OaU. I ntfhtliig the Air. 

Opea I Sesame! I Written In Jtye. 



Masslneer's Plays. From the Text of William Gifford, Edited 

by CoL cbwNiNGHAlC. , Crown Svo. doth extra, ts. 

Masterman (J.).---Half«a«DoaKen Daaghters.^ Post 8vo, boards. 25. 
Matthews (Brander).— A Secret Qi the Sea, &c. Post 8vo, illus- 

trated boards, as. ; cloth limp, ar. 6d. ' ' 

Mayhew (Henry).— London Characters, and the Humorous Side 

of Lj>ndon Life. With numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, doth, 31. 6d. 

Meade (L. TJ, Novels by. 

A BoldlMr of Fortnne. Crow n 8vo, oloai, y. 6<fc ; past 8vp. Qlastrated bpordi, m, . 

Crown Svo, doth, 3s. 6d each. 
Ib ftB Iron Grip. | The Yoioe of the C harmed. WIdi 8 Ilhistzations.[;v««. 

Dr. Bamsey*s Patieiit. By L. T. Mhadb and Clifford Halifax, M.D. Crown 8vo. d. 6f. 

Merrick (Leonard), Stories by* 

The Han 'who was Good. Post Svo, picture boonbi *»• 
This Bta<e of Fools. Cwmn 8»o, doth, y. 6rf. 

Mexican Mustang (On a), through Texas to the Rio Grande. By 

A. E. SWBRT and J. ARMav KMOX With a6s IDustrat ion s. Cro wn 8vo, doth extra, 7*. 6A 

Mlddlemass (Jean), Novels by. Post Svo, illust. boards, 25. each. 

Toaeh an d Go . I Mr. DortUion. 

Miller (Mrs. F. Fenwick).— Physiology for the Young; or, The 

House Of Life. With numerous Illustrations. Post Svo, doth limp, ar. 6d, 

Milton (J. L.), Works by. Post Svo, is. each ; cloth, 15. 6i. each. 

The Hygiene of the Bkln. With Directions for Diet, Soaps, Baths, Wines, &c. 

The Bath In Diseases of the Bkln. 

The Laws of LlfSt and their Belatlon to DlseasM of the Bkln. 

Minto (Wm.).— Was She Oood or Bad? Cr. Svo, 1$.; cioth, is. W, 
Mitford (Bertram), Novels by. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6rf. each* 

The Oon-Bunner t A Romance of Zulaland. With a Frontispiece by Stanley L. WOOO. 
The Lnok of Gerard BldtfeHHy. With a Frantlspiece by Stanlby L. Woor 
The King's Assegai. With Six ftiU-paea Illustrations by Stanley L. Wood. 



The Lnok of Gerard BldgelSy. With a Frantlspiece by Stanlby L. Wood. 

The King's Assegai. With Six ftiU-paea Illustrations by Stanley L. Wood 

Benshaw .Tanning's Qnest» WtehaTrontispiace- by Stanley L. Wood. 

Molesworth (Mrs.), Novels by. 

Hathereonrt Bectory. Post 8vo, illustrated'boards, 9s. 

That Girl In Blaok. Crown Svo, dath, if. 64. 

Moncrieff (W. D. Scott-).— The Abdication: An Historical DramaT 

With Seven Etchings by JOHN PBTTIB. W. Q. ORCHARDSON, J. MacWhirtbr, COLUf HUNTm. 
R. Macbeth and Tom Graham. Imperial 4to, buckram, au. ^ 

Moore (Thomas), Works by. 

The Bplonvean ; and Alelpfaron. Post Svo, half-bonnd, ar. 

Prose and Verse ; induding Suppressed Passages from the MEMOIRS OF L5kI> BYRON. Edited 
by R. H. Shepherd. With Portrait. Crown Svo, cloth extra. 7J. &<. ' 

Muddock (J. E.) Stories by. 

„ .^.. . -— ^. Crown Svo, doth extra, ar. 6rf. each. 

Maid Marian and Bobln Hood. With » iUustrat£ons by Stanlby Wood. 

Basils the Jester. WithFrontispleceby Stanley Wood. 

Yountf Loohlnvar. 



Post Svo, illustrated boards, as. each. 
3!h« Dsad Man's Beeret. | F rom th« Bosom of the Dm^ 
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Murray (D. Christie), Novels by. 

Crown 8ve, cloth extra, y. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, os. each. 



Jl Life's Atontment. 

Joseph's Coat. 13 Jllusts. 

Goals of Fire. 3 Illusts. 

Val Strantfe* 

Hearts. 

The Way of tho World. 



A Model Father. 
Old Blazer's Hero. 
Csmic Fortune. Fronttsp. 
By the Gate of the Sea. 
A Bit of Haman Nature. 



First Person Bintfular. 
Bob Martin's Little GlrL 
Time's Revenges. 
A Wasted Crimo* 
In Direct PerlL 



A Capful o' Nails. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^ . 6d. [Shortly, 

Mount Despair, &c. With Frontispiece by GRBNVILLB MANTON. Crown 8vo, doth. y. 6d. 

Tlie Making of a Novelist 1 An Experiment in Autobiography. With a Couotype Portrait and 
Vignette. Crown Sre, art linen, 6s. 

Murray (D. Christie) and Henry Herman, Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, yt. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, aj. each. 
One Traveller Retnrna. i The Bishops* Bible. 

Paul Jones's Alias, &c. With Illustrations by A. Forbstibr and G. NiCOLBT. 

Murray (Henry), Novels by. 

Post 8vo» illustrated boards, tt. each ; doth, ar. 6d. each. 
A Oamool BlofL | A Bong of Sixpence. 

Newbolt (Henry).— Taken from the Enemy. Fop. 8vo, cloth, 15. 6d. 
Nisbet (Hume), Books by. 

* Ball Vp.' Crown 8vo, doth extra, 31*. 6d, ; post Sro, illustrated boards. 9M, 
Dr. BOvnard St. Vlnoent. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ax. 

Lessons in Art. With ax Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, sx. td. 

Where Art Begins. With vj Illustrationt. Square 8vo, cloth extra, ^s. 6d. 

Norris (W. E.)f Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d, each. 

Baint Ann's. I Billy Bellew. Frontispiece by F. H. Townsend. 

O'Hanlon (Alice), Novels by. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. each. 

The Unforeseen. | Chance 7 or Fate ? 

Ohnet (Georges), Novels by. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. each. 

Doctor Rameau. ____^ | A Last L ove. 

A Woird Gift. Crown 8vo, cloth, 31. 6d. ; post 8vo, picture boards, at, 

Oliphant (Mrs.), Novels by. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. each. 

The Primrose Path. | Whlteladies* 

The Greatest Heiress in England. 

O'Reilly (Mrs.).— Phcebe's Fortunes. Post 8vo, illust. boards. 25. 
Ouida, Novels by. Cr. 8vo, cl., 35. 6i. ea.; post 8vo, illust. bds., 25. ea. 



Held in Bondage* 
Tricotrin. 
Strathmoro. 
Chandos. 

Cecil Castlemaine*B Gage 
Under Two Flags. 
laJIa. 



Folle-Farine. 
A Dog of Flanders. 
PascareU | Signa. 
Two Wooden Shoes. 
In a Winter City. 
Ariadne. | Friendship. 
A Village Commune. 



Moths. I Plpistrello. 
In Maremma. J Wanda. 
Bimbi. I Syrlin. 
Frescoes. | Othmar. 
Princess Napraxine. 
Guilderoy. I Ruffiao. 
Two Offenders. 



Pack. I Jdi 

Square 8vo. doth extra, y. each. 
Blmbl. With Ninft Illustrations by EDMUND H. Garrett. 
A Dog of Flanders. &c Wit h Six lUustrations by Edmund H. Garrutt. 

Banta Barbara. &c. Square 8vo, doth, &r. ; crown Bro, doth, 3; . 6d. ; post 8to, illustrated boards, 21. 
Under Two Flaigs. Popular Edition. Medium 8vo, 6d. -, cloth, u. 

Wisdom, Wit, and Pathos, tdected from the Works of OUIDA by F. SYDNLY MORRIS. Post 
8to, doth extra, 5f.--CHBAP EDITION, illustrated boards, as, 

Paee (H, A.), Works by. 

Thoreaa t Hb Lifb and Aims. With Portrait. Post 8vo, cloth limp, as. 6d. 

AnimiU Anecdotes. Amagtd 6n a New Principle. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5f. 

Panduransr Marl ; or, Memoirs of a Hindoo. With Preface by Sir 

BARTLK FRBRB. Crown 8yo, cloth, y. 6d. ; post 8vo. illustrated boards, gj . 

Parker (Rev* Joseph, D.D.).— Mi^ht Have Been: some Life 

Notes. Crown 8yOi clot h, 6s, jSh ortiy, 

Pascal's Provincial Letters. A New Translation, with Historical 

Introduction and Notes by T. M'CRIH, P.P. Post 8vo, cloth limp, as. 

Paul (Marearet A.). -wQentle and Simple. Crown 8vo, cloth, with 

Froat4Q>iece by H8LBN Patsrson. v, ^, p(»t 8tq, UlM&U»:Ub&\kQ^x^«'u, 
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Payn (James), NoveU by. 

Crown 8t«. cloth extra, y. 6d. each ; 

XiOirt air M aMlnO«>d. 

Walter's Word. 

L«sa Blaok than W«'rtt PalntAd. 

By Proxy. ( For CwMh Onljr. 

High Spirits. 

Und«r On* Roof. 

A Confldentlal Atf^nt. With is Illusts. 

A Grape Irom a Thorn. With la lliusts. 



post 8to. illustrated boards, ax. eadu 

Holiday Tasks. 

The Canon's Ward. With Portraft. 

The Talk of the Town. With xa Ulosta 

Glovr-Werm Tales* 

The Mystery of Mirbridtfe. 

The Word and the WiU. 

The Burnt MllUon. 

Sunny a torl— « 1 JL Xrylntf Patient. 



Post 8vo. illustrated boards, as. each. 



Ramopens Stories. | From Exile. 

The Pester Brothers. 

The Family Seapegraoe. 

Married Beneath Him. 

Bentlnek's Tutor. I A County Family. 

A Perfect Treasure. 

Like Father. Like Son. 

A Woman's Vengeance. 

Carlyon's Year. | Cecil's Tryst. 

Murphy's Master. | At Her mercy. 

In Peril and Privation. With 17 illustrations. Crown 8vo. cloth, y. 6d, 
Motes from the * News.' Crown 8vo. portrait cover, is. ; cloth, is. 6d. 



The Clyffards of Clyffe. 

Found Dead. | Gwendoline** Harvest. 

Mirk Abbey. | A Marine Residence. 

Some Private Vie-ws. 

Mot Wooed. But Won. 

Two Hundred Pounds Re'ward. 

The Best of Husbands. 

Halves. I What He Cost Her. 

Fallen Fortunes. I Kit 1 A Memory. 

A Prince of the Blood. 



Payne (Will).— Jerry the Dreamer. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d, 
Pennefl (H. Cholmondeley), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d, ea. 

Puck en Pegasus. With illustrations. 

Pegasus Re-Saddled. With Ten fuU-pasre Illustrations by G. Du Mauribr. 

The Muses of Mayfair i Vers de Soci^*. Selected by H. C. PHNNELU 

Phelps (E. Stuart), Works by. Post 8vo, is, ea. ; cloth, 15. 64. ea. 

Beyond the Gates. I An O ld Maid's Para dise. | Burglars in Paradise. 
_ J O'Ck the Fisherman. Illustrated by C. W. Reed. Crown 8vo, is. ; cloth, is. 6d. 

Phil May's Sketch -Book. Containing 50 full-page Drawings. Imp. 

4to. art canvas, gilt top, loj. 6d, _^ 

Phipson (Dr. T. L.).— Famous Violinists and Fine Violins: 

_ Hist orical No*es, Anecdotes, and Reminiscencss. Crown 8yo, doth, cr. 

Pirkis (C. L.), Novels by. 

Trooping 'with Crows. Frap. 8vo. picture coTer, la 
Lady Lovelace. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ss. 

Planche (J. R.), Works by. 

The Pursuivant of Arms. With Six Plates and 209 TllustraHons. Crown Sro, cloth, js. 6d. 
Songs and Poems. i8i>)-i879. With Introduction by Mrs. MaCKARNESS. Crown 8yo. cloth. 6t. 

Plutarch's Lives of Illustrious Men. With Notes and a Life of 

Plutarch by JOHN and WM. Langhornh. and Portraits. Two Vols., demy 8vo, half-bound lor. 6el. 

Poe's (Eds:ar Allan) Choice Works in Prose and Poetry. With Intro- 

daction by CHARLRS BAUDELAIRE, Portrait and Facsimiles. Crown Sre, cloth, js^ 6d, 
The Mystery of Marie R oget , &c. Post 8vo. illustrated boards, ax. 

Pollock (W. H.). — The Charm, and other Drawing-room Plays. By 

Sir Walter Besant and Walter H. Pollock. 50 Illustrations. Cr. 8yo. cloth gilt, 6s. jSkortly, 

Pop e's Poetical Works. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 25. 

Porter (John).— Kingrsclere. Edited by Byron \Vebber. With 19 

t ill! page and many smaller Illustrations. Second Edition. Demy 8yo, cloth decorated, i8j. 

PFaed (Mrs. Campbell), Novels by. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. each. 

The Romance of a Station^ \ The Sool of Countess Adrian. 

Crown 8vo, doth, y, 6d. each ; post 8to, boards, &r. each. 

Outlaw and Lawmaker. J Christina Cha rd. With Frontispiece by W. Paget. 

Mrs. Tr egasklss. With 8 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extry y. 6d. lyan. i Cqj 

Price~(E. C), Novels by. 

Crown 8vOi cloth extra. 3s. 6d. each ; post 8to, Illustrated boards. 9S. each. 

Valentlna. I T he Foreigners. | Mrs. Lancaster's RIyaL 

Gerald. P ost 8vo, illustrated boards, aj. 

Princess Olg a. — Radna ; A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 
PFoctor (Richard A., B.A.), Works by. 

Flo'wers of the Sky With 55 Illustrations. Small crown 8vo. cloth extra, y. 6ft. 

Basy Star Lessons. With Star Maps for every Nigrht in the Year. Crowa 8vo, cloth, 6x. 

Fanilllar Sclenee Studies. Crown 8to, cloth extra 6s. 

Saturn and Its System. With 13 Steel Plates. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, zoj*. 6d. 

Mysteries of Time and Space. With numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, ^ 

She Universe of Suns, &c. With numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, dr. 
ragoB and Wftntl o( 9ci«n9« WprjK^rVf C^owit Svo, u. ^ 



+1 
^1 



CHaTTO & WiNDUS, no & tii §t. Martin's tane, London, W.C. 19 
Pryce (Richard).— Miss Maxwell's Affections. Crown 8vo, cloth, 

with Frontispiec« by HAL LUDLOW, y. 6d.; post 8vo. illustrated boards, 3f. - 

Rambosson (J.).— Popular Astronomy. Translated by C. B. Pit- 
man.^ . 



Randolph (Lieut.-CoI. George, U.S.A.).— Aunt Abigail Dykes: 

A Novel. Crown «vo, cloth extra. 7J. &/. _^____ 

Reade's (Charles) Novels. 

A New Collected Library Edition, complete In Seventeen Volumes, set In new long' primer type, 
printed on laid paper, and elegantly bound in cloth, price 3^. 6d. each, is now publishing as follows ; 

X. Petf Wofllngton; aad Clulstle John- 
scone. 



a. 
3- 

4. 
5- 



Hard Gash. 

The Clolstev and tha Hearth. With a 
Preface by Sir Walter Bfsant. 

* It Is Never too Late to Hend.* 

The Coarse of True Love Never Did 
Run Smooth} and Slngleheart and 
Doableface. 

The Autobiography of a Thief; Jack 
of all Trades ; A Hero and a Mar- 
tyr I and The Wandering Heir. 



7' Xiove He Little, Love me Long. 

8. The Double Marriage. 

9. Griffith Gaunt. 
so. Foul Play. 

11. Put Yourself in His Plaoo. 

12. A Terrible Temptation. 

13. A Simpleton. 

14. A Woman-Hater. {Oct, 

15. The Jilt, and other Stories: and Good 

Stories of Men & other AnimalsJ^A'''^. 
x6. A Perilous Secret. [LVr. 

ij. Readiana; & Bible Characters.[7''3M.'97 



In Twenty-one Volumes, post 8vo, illustrated boards, 9S, each. 



Peg Wofllngton. I Christie Johnstone. 

* It is Never Too Late to Mend.' 

The Course of True Love Never Did Run 

Smooth. . ^ . 

The Autobiography of a Thief; Jaok of 

all Trades ; and James Lambert. 
Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 
The Double Marriage. 
The Cloister and the Hearth. 



Hard Cash J Griffith Gaunt. 

Foul Play. I Put Yourself in His Place. 

A Terrible Temptation. 

A Simpleton. | The Wandering Heir. 

A Woman-Hater. 

Slngleheart and Doublefaco. 

Good Stories of Men and other Animals. 

The Jilt, and other Stories. 

A Perilous Secret. 1 Readiana. 



POPULAR Editions, medium 8vo, 6d. each : cloth, u. each. 
*It Is Mevev Too Late to Mend.' | The Cloister and the Hearth. 

Peg Wo fflngton; and Christie J ohnstone. 

*It is Never Too Late to Mend* and The Cloister and the Hearth in One Volume, 
medium 8vo, cloth, ar. ___^_^_____^— _ 

Christie Johnstone. With Frontispiece. Choicely printed in Elzevir style. Fcap. 8vo, half-Roxb.2f.6(l 

Peg Wofflngton. Choicely printed in Elrevir style. Fcap. 8vo, half-Koxburrhe, us. 6d. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. In Four Vols., post 8vo, with an Introduction by Sir Walter Br- 
SANT, and a Frontispiece to^ each Vol., 14*. the set; and the ILLUSTRATED LIBRARY EDITION, 
with Illustrations on every pogre. Two Vols., crown Svo, cloth gilt, 43X. net. 

Bible Characters. Fcap. 8vo, leatherette, u. 

Selections from the Works of Charles Reade. With an Introduction by Mrs. Alex. Irb. 
land. Crown 8vo, buckram, with Portrait, 6s. ; CHEAP Edition, post 8vo, cloth limp, as. 6d. 

Riddell (Mrs. J. H.), Novels by. 

Weird Stories. Crown Svo, cl oth extra, y. M. ; post 8ve, Ill ustrated boards, ax. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
The Uninhabited Rouse. I Fairy Water. 
The Prince of Wales's Garden Party. I Her Mother's Darling. 
The Mystery In Palace Gardens. I The Nun's Curse. | Idle Tales. 

Rimmer (Alfred), Works by. Square 8vo, cloth gilt, js, 6d. each. 

Our Old Country Tovms. With 55 illustrations by the Author. 

Rambles Round Eton and Harro-vr. With 50 Illustrations by the Author. 

About England with Dickens. With 58 Illustrations by C. A. Vandbrhoop and A. Rimmbr. 

Rives (Amelie).— Barbara Dering. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; 

poat Svo, Illustrated boards, gf. 

Robinson Crusoe. By Daniel Defoe. With 37 Illustrations by 

George CRUIKSHANK. Post 8vo, half-cloth, gr. ; cloth extra, gilt edges, gj. M. 

Robinson (F. W.), Novels by. 

Women are Strange. Post 8ve. illustrated boards, ax. 
The Hands of Justice. Crown Svo, cloth extra, gx. td. 
The Woman in the Dark. Crown Svo, cloth, y. 6d. 



post Svo, niustrated boards, ax. 



Robinson (Phil), Works by. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 65, each. 

The Poets* Birds. | The Poets* Beasts. 

The Poets and Nature; Reptiles, Fishes, and Insects. 



Rochefoucauld's Maxims and Moral Reflections. With Notes 

and an Introductory Essay by Sainte-Beuvb. Post Svo, cloth limp, ax. 

Roll of Battle Abbey, The: A List of the Principal Warriors who 

came from Normandy with "Williani the Conqueror, 1066. Printed in Gold and Colours, 51. 
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Rosen^arten (A.) .—A Handbook of Architectural Styles* Trans- 
lated by W. Collbtt-SandarS. With 630 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 7*. 6rf. 

■■■■-■ ■ - ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ II- - I ■■ ■ - — ■■- — — ■ .1^ I ■ ■ mmi—m ■■■■■■ ■ 1 ■ ' « . »p y— ^^*^— ^^i^^^^.^A»^ 

Rowley (Hon. Hugh), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth, as. 6i. each. 

Panianai RlddlasandJokAi. With numerous lUustrationi. 
If OP« Panlana* Profusely Illustrated. 

■ ■ ' ' ■ . - - ■ ■ — , - . ■ -^ — ^ -■ ^- L I I ri - - 1 

Runciman (James), Stories by. Post 8vo, bds., 25. ea.; ci. ,25. 6d, ea. 

■klppara and BhellbaoluL I Oraott Balmaign*a Sweetheart. 

Bohoola and Soholaps. 



Russell (Dora), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6<^. each. 

A Country Sweetheart. | The Drift of Fate. 

Russell (W. Clark), Novels, &c., by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ^. &/. each ; post 8vo. illustrated boards, ar. eath ; cloth limp, as. 6d. each. 



Round the Galley-Fire. 

In the Middle Watoh. 

A Voyage to the Cape* 

A Book for the Hammook. 

The Mystery of the * Ooean Star.* 



The Romanoe of Jenny Harlosre. 
An Oeean Tratfedy. 
My Shipmate Couise. 
Alone on a Wide Wide Se«« 



Crown 8vo, dolU, 3s. 6d. each. 



Is He the Han 7 

The Good Ship * Mohoek.* 

The Phantom Deatht &c. With Frontispiece. 

The Convict Ship. 



Heart of Oak* 

The Tale of the Ten. With za Illustra. 
tions by G. MONTBARO. [A/ar. 1897. 



On the Fo'k'sle Head* Post 8to, illustrated boards, sx. ; cloth limp, m. 6A 

Saint Aubyn (Alan), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 3T. 6d. each ; post 870, illustrated boards, 31. each. 
A Fellow; of Trinity* With a Note by OLIVER Wendell Holmes and a Frontispiece. 
The Junior Dean* l The Master of St. Benedict's* | To His Own Mastev* 

Orchard Damerel. 

Fcap. 8vo, cloth.boards, xs. 6(1. each. 
The Old Maid's Bweetheart| | Modest Little Sanu 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 3X. 6d. each. 
In the Face of the World* i The Tremlett Diamonds* 



Sala (George A.).— Gaslight and Daylight. Post 8vo, boards, 25. 
Sanson. — Seven Generations of Executioners : Memoirs of the 

Sanson Family (1688 to 1847). Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y.6d. 

■ ■ — '- — -~ — ^ — — - 1 .. ___^__ 

Saunders (John), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y, 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, tr. each. 
Guy- Waterman* | The Lion in the Path* 1 The Two Draameva. 

Bound to the Wheel* Crown 870, cloth extra, y. 6d, 

Saunders (Katharine), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6d. each ; post 870, UlustTated boards, er. eac^ 

Margaret and Elizabeth. I Heart Salvatfe. 

The High Mills. | Sebast ian. 

Joan Herryvreather. Poet 8vo, illustrated boards, as, 
Gideon's Rock. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y.6d. 

Scotland Yard, Past and Present : Experiences of Thirty-seven Years. 

By Ex-Chicf-Inspector CavanAGH. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ar. ; cloth, as. 6d. 

Secret Out, The: One Thousand Tricks with Cards; with Entertain- 
ing Experiments in Drawhisf-room or ' White ' Maeic. By W. H. CKEMER. With 300 lUustratious, Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 4s. 6d. 

Seguin (L. G.), Works by. 

The Country of the Passion Play (Oberammergan) and the Highlands of Bavaxia. With 

Map and 37 Illustrations, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6d. 
Walks in Algiers. With Two Maps and 16 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. doth extra, 6*. 

S enior (Wm*).— By Stream and Sea. Post 8vo, cloth, 25. 6d, 

Sergeant (Adeline).— Dr. Endicott's Experiment. Cr* 8vo, 35.6^1. 
Shakespeare for Children: Lamb's Tales from Shakespeare, 

With Illustrations, coloured and plain, by J. MOYR SMITH. Crown 4to, cloth gilt, y. 6d, 
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Sharp (Williain). ^Children of To-morrow. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 
Shelley's (Percy Bysshe) Complete Works In Verse and Prose. 

Edited, Prefaced, and Annotated by R. HSRNB SHEPHERD. Five Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, y. td. each. 
Poetioal Works, in Three Vols. : 
Vol. I. Introduction by the Editor ; Posthumous Fragments of Margaret Nicholson ; Shelley's Corre- 
spondence with Stockdale: The Wandering Jew ; Queen Mab, with the Notes; Alastor, 
and other Poems ; Rosalind and Helen ; Prometheus Unbound ; Adonais, &c. V 

XX. Laon and Cythna: The Cenci; Julian and Maddalo; Swellfoot the Tyrant; The Witch of 
Atlas ; Eplpsychidion ; Hellas. 
„ III. Posthumous Poems ; The Masque of Anarchy ; and other Pieces. 
Prostt Works, in Two Vols. : 
VoL I. The Two Romances of Zastrozzi and St. Irryne ; the Dublin and Marlow Pamphlets ; A Refu- 
tation of Deism ; Letters to Leifi^h Hunt, and some Mihor Writings and Fragments. 
„ XL The Essays; Letters from Abroad; Translations and Fragments, edited by Mrs. SHELLEY. 
With a Biography of Shelley, and an Index of the Prose Works. 
\* Also a few copies of a Largb-papbr Edition, 5 vols., cloth, £a xas. 6d. 
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Sheridan (General P. H.), Personal Memoirs of. With Portraits, 

Maps, and Facsimiles. Two Vols., demy 8to, cloth, 24s. 

Sheridan's (Richard Brinsley) Complete Works, with Life and 

Anecdotes. Including his Dramatic Writings, his Works in Prose and Poetry, Translations, Speeches, 
and Jokes. With 10 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, half-bound, js. 6d. 

Th« RlvaJls, The Sehool for Scandal* and other Plavs. Post 8to, half-bound, ax. 

Sheridan's Comedies 1 The Rivals and The Sohool for Scandal. Edited, with an Intro- 
duction and Notes to each Play, and a Biographical Sketch, by BRANDBR MATTHEWS. With 
Illustrations. Demy 8vo, half-parchment, i&r. td. 

■ > I I. I ... II ■ I III I I M I ■ ■■ ■■ I I ■ 1. Ill 

Sidney's (Sir Philip) Complete Poetical Works, including all 

those in * Arcadia.' With Portrait, Memorial-Introduction, Notes, &c., by the Rev. A. B. GROSART, 
D.D. Three Vols., crown 8vo. cloth boards, x&r. 

Signboards : Their History, including Anecdotes of Famous Taverns and 

Remarkable Characters. By JACOB Larwood and JOH 
piece and 94 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ^s. 6d. 



Remarkable Characters. By JACOB Larwoqd and JOHN CaMDEK HOTTEN. With Coloured Frontis- 
' Cr " ■ ■ 



Sims (Qeorge R.), Works by. 

Post 870, Illustrated boards, ts. each ; doth limp, ax. 6d, each. 

Rotfaes and Vatfabondi. 
The Ring o' Bells. 
Mary Jane's MemolrSf 
Mary Jane Married. 
Tinkletop's Crime. 
Xeph ( A Circus Story, fte. 



Tales of To-day. 

Dramas of Iilfe. With 60 Illustrations. 

Memoirs of a Landlady. 

g[y Two Wives, 
cenes from tlie Show. 
The Ten Commandments: Stories. 



Crown 8to, picture cover, xx. each ; cloth, is. 6d, each. 

Hov the Poor Live} and Horrible London. 

The Datfonet Reciter and Reader: Being Readin*:s and Recitations in Prose and Verse, 

selected from his own Works by GEORGE R. SiMS. 
The Case of George Candlemas. | Datfonet Ditties. (From T/u R^€ree.\ 



Datfonat Abroad* Crown 8to, cloth, y. 6d. 



Sister Dora: A Biography. By Margaret Lonsdale. With Fqur 

Illustrations. Demy 8vo, picture cover, 4d. ; cloth, 6d. 

Slcetchley (ArtJiur).— A Match In tiie Darlc. Post 8vo, boards, 25. 
Slan^ Dictionary (Tiie) : Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotal. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 6d. 

Smart (Hawley),— Witliout Love or Licence: A Novel. Crown 

8vo, cloth extra, y. 6d. ; post 8ve, illustrated boards, as. 

Smith (J. Moyr), Worlcs by. 

The Prlnee of ArgoIiS. With ioo Illustrations. Post 8to, cloth extra, v. 6d. 

The Wooing of the Water Wltoh. With numerous Illustrations. Post 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

■■I ■■■— „ , mm w , f^ > wiMiB ■ ■ 111 ■»^«..i ■■■■ ■■ ^— — ^■^■^fc 

Society In London. Crown 8vo, is, ; cloth, 15. 6d, 

Society In Paris: The Upper Ten Thousand. A Series of Letters 

from Count PAUL VASILI to a Young French Diplomat. Crown 8vo, cloth, &r. 

Somerset (Lord Henry).~Son^s of Adieu. Small 4to, Jap. vel.,65. 
Spaldlns: (T. A., LL.B.).— Elizabethan Demonology: An Essay 

00 the Belief in the Existence of Dcrils. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, st. 
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Speight (T. W.)f Novels by. 

Post 8vo, illustrated beards, ar. each. 



The Hyaterles of Heron Dyko« 
By Devious Ways, &c. 
Hoodwinked: & Sandyoroft Bfyatery. 
Tbe Golden Hoop* 
Back to lafe. 



The Loadwater Tragedy* 
Burtfo's Romanqe. 

Xulttanoe In Full. 
. Husband from the Seat 



Post 8vo, cloth limp, IS. 6d. each. 
A Barren TltlOt | Wife o r Ho WtfeT 

Crown 8vo. cloth extra, y. 6d, each. 
A Secret of the Sea. | The Grey Monk. | The Master of Treaanea. IMaK tSgj, 

Spenser for Children. By M. H. Towry. With Coloured Illustrations 

by Waltur J. Morgan. Crown 4to, cloth extra, y. 6d, 

Stafford (John). — Doris and I, &c. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d, 
Starry Heavens (Tlie) : A Poetical Birthday Book. Royal i6mo, 

cloth extra, v. 6d, 

Stedman (E. C.), Works by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gs. each. 

Victorian Poets. I The Poets of America. 

Stephens (Riccardo, M.B.).— The Cruciform Marie: The Strange 

Story of Richard Trbcenna, Bachelor of Medicine (Uaiv. Edinb.) Crown 870, cloth, 6t. 

Sterndale (R. Armitage).— The Afghan Knife: A Novel. Crown 

8vo, cloth extra, .v. 6ii. ; post 8vo, illustrated beards, ar. 

Stevenson (R. Louis), Works by. PostSvo, cloth limp, 2s. 6i. ea. 

Travels with a Donkey. With a Frontispiece by Walter Cranb. 
Ad Inland Voyage. With a Frontispiece by Walter Crane. 

Crown 8vo, buclcram, gilt top, 6s. each. 

Familiar Studies of Men and Books. 

The EMlverado Squatters. With Frontispiece by J. D. Strong. 

The Merry Men. i Undervroods: Poems. 

Memories and Portraits. 

Vlrglnlbus Puerisque. and other Papers, | Ballads. i Prlnoe OttOa 

Across the Plains, with other Memories and Fssays. 

Weir of Hermlston. (R. L. Stevenson's Last work.) 

Bongs of Travel. Crown 8vo, buckram, 5^. 

Nevr Arabian Nights. Crown Svo, buckram, gflt top, 6s. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2*. 

The Buloide Club; and The Rajah's Diamond. (From New Arabian Nights.) Widi 
Eigrht Illustrations by W. J. HENNK8SY. Crown Svo, cloth, ss. 

The Edinburgh Edition of the Works of Robert Louis Stevenson. Twenty-seven 
Vols., demy 8vo. This Edition (which is limited to 1,000 copies) is sold in Sets only, the price of 
which may be learned from the Booksellers. The First Volume was published Nov., 18^ 

Stoddard (C. Warren).— Summer Cruising In the South Seas. 

lUostrated by WaLLIS MackaV. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

Stories from Foreign Novelists. With Notices by Helen and 

ALICE ZiMMERN. Crown Svo, cloth extra, ss. 6d. ; post Svo, Illustrated boards, 2s. 

Strange Manuscript (A) Found in a Copper Cylinder. Crown 

Svo, cloth extra, with 19 lUuatratiohs by Gilbert Gaul, ss. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, as. 

Strange Secrets. Told by Percy Fitzgerald, Conan Doyle. Flor- 
ence MarRYAT, &c. Post Svo, illustrated boards, ». 

Strutt (Joseph). —The Sports and Pastimes of the People of 

England ; including the Rural and Domestic Recreations, May Games, Mummeries, Shows, &c., from 
the Earliest Period to the Present Time. Edited by WILLIAM HoNB. With 140 I Uust rations. Cruwn 
Svo, cloth extra, 7^. 6d. 

Swift's (Dean) Choice Works, in Prose and Verse. With Memoir, 

Portrait, and Facsimiles of the Maps in * Gulliver's Travels.' Crown Svo, cloth, 7^ . 6d, 

Onlllver's Travels, and A Tale of a Tub. Post Svo, half-hound, is. 
Jonatlian Swift: A Study. By ]. Churton Collins. CrowhSvo, cloth extra 9s, 
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Swinburne (Algernon C.)» Works by. 

■elttotlona fvom the Poetical Works of A Study of Shakespeare. Crown 8vo. 8x. 

SoBtfe of the Springtides. Crown 8vo, 6s, 
Studies in Stontf. Crown 8vo, >s>. 
Mary Stuart: A Trafody. Crown 8ve, &r. 
Tristram of Lypnesse. Crown 8vt>, 9^. 
A Century ofjRoundols. Sm«B4tb,er. 
A Midsummer Holiday. Crown 8vo, 7s. . 
Marino Faliero : A Trasr«dy. Crown 8v«, 6s, 
A Study of Victor Hugo. Crown 8to, 6s, 
Miscellanies. Crown 8vo, xzr. 
Leorine : A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 6s. 
A Study of Ben Jonson. Crown 8vo, js. 
The Sisters : A Tragedy. Crown 8vo. 6s, 
Astrophel, See. Crewn 8ve, js. 
Studies in Prose and Poetry. Cr. 8to. 9s. 
The Tale of Balen. Crown 8vo, js. 



A, C. Swinburne. Fcap. 8to. 6s, 

Atalanta in Calydon. Crown 8vo, 6;. 

Chastelard : A Tragedy. Crown 8ve, 7s. 

Poems and Ballada. First Series. Crown 
8vo, or fcap. 8vo, 9f. 

Poems and Ballads. Second Series. Crown 
8vo, 9X. 

Poems ft Ballads. Third Series. Cr.8To,7«. 

Bongs before Sunrise. Crown 8vo, lor. 6d, 

Bothurell 1 A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, lax. 6d. 

Bongs of Two Nations. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

George Chapman. (See Vol. II. of G. Chap- 
man's Works.) Crown 8vo, 6s. 

Essays and Studies. Crown 8vo, X2s. 

Ereohtheus t A Traredy. Crown 8vo, 6x. 

A Note on Charlotte Bronte. Cr. 8vo, 6s. 



Syntax's (Dr.) Three Tours : In Search of the Picturesque, in Search 

of Consolation, and in Search of a Wife. With ROWLANDSON'S Coloured Illustrations, and Life of the 
Author by J. C. HOTTEN. Crown 8to, cloth extra. 7-f- 6d. 

Taine's History of English Literature. Translated by Henry Van 

Laun. Four Vols., small demy 8vo, cloth boards, 30^.— POPULAR. EDITION, Two Vols., large crown 
8vo, cloth extra, ty. 

Taylor (Bayard). — Diversions of the Echo Club: Burlesques of 

Modem Writers. Post 8vo, cloth limp, ax. 

Taylor (Dr. J. E., F.L.S.), Works by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 5s. each. 

The Satfadty and Morality of Plants t A Sketch of the Life aud Conduct of the Vegetable 

Kingdom. With a Coloured Frontispiece and loe Illustrations. 
Our Common British Fossil*, and Where to Find Them. With 331 Illustrations. 
The Playtique Natnrallst. With 366 IlluArations. 

Taylor (Tom). — Historical Dramas. Containing: * Ckincarty/ 

Jeanne Darc,"*Twixt Axe and Crown.' 'The Fool's Reveage,' 'Arkwright's Wife^ 'Anne Boleyn, 
' Plot and Passion.' Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 
♦»* The Plays way also be had separately, at is. each. 

Tennyson (Lord) : A Biographical Sketch. By H. J. Jennings. Post 

8vo, portrait cover, u. ; cloth, if. 6d. 

Tliackerayana : Notes and Anecdotes. With Coloured Frontispiece and 

Hundreds of Sketches by WILLIAM Makepeach Thackeray. Crown 8vo, cloth oKtra. 7s. 6d. 

Thames, A New Pictorial History of the. By A. S. Krausse. 

With 340 Illustrations. Post 8vo. is. ; cloth, if. 6d. 

Thiers (Adolphe). — History of the Consulate and Empire of 

France under Napoleon. Translated by D. FOKBBS CAMPBELL and JOHN STEBBINC With 36 Steei 
Plates. 13 Vols., densy 8vo, cloth extra, izr. each. 

Thomas (Bertha), Novels by. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6J.ea.; postSvo, 2s. ea. 

The Ylolln-Playev. | Proad Ma lsle. 

Cfeeelda* Post 8vo, illustrated boards, af. 

Thomson's Seasons, and The Castle of Indolence. With Intro- 

duction by ALLAN CUNNINGHAM, and 48 Illustrations. Post 8vo, half-bound, aj. 



Thombury (Walter), Books by. 

The Life and Gorreapondenoe of J. M. W. 



Turnov. With Illustrations hi Colours. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d, 

Fost 8vo, illustrated boards, ax. each. 
Old Stories Re-told. I Tales for the Marines. 



Timbs (John), Works by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 75. 6d. each. 

The History of Clubs and Club Life In London 1 Anecdotes of its Famous Coffee-houses, 

Hostelries, and Taverns. With 4a Illustrations. 
Entfllsh Eooentrics and Eccentrieltles : Stories of Delusions, Impostures, Sporting Scenes, 
Eccentric Artists, Theatrical Folk, &c. With 48 Illustrations. 

Transvaal (The). By John de Villiers. With Map. Crown 8vo, 15. 
TroUope (Anthony), Novels by. 



Crown 8vo, cloth extra, jr. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. each. 
The Yray We Live Now. | Mr. Soarbopoutfh's Family* 

Fran Frohmann. I The Land-Leatfuers. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, aj. each. 

fept in the Dark. I The American Senator, 

no Qplften Xtlon of Orj^iperf. | John Galdl^ate. ( KaxUxu. Y-«a% 
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Trollope (Frances E.)f Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, doth oxtnit 3^ . 6d, each ; post 8to, illustrated boards, ar. each. 
Kilk* Bhlps Upon the Bmu | Mabel's Progress. I Anne Famettk 



Trollope (T. A.).— Diamond Cut Diamond. P ost 8vo, illust. bds., 2i, 
Trowbridg:e (J. T.).— Famell's Folly. Post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s. 



Twain (Marie), Boolcs by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 6d. each. 

The Choice Works of Mark Tvraln* Revised and Corrected throughout by the Author. Wi 

Life, Portrait, and numerous Illustrations. 
Routfhlntf It t and The Innocents at Home. With 200 Illustiations by F. A. Frasbr. 
Mark Twain's labrary of Homour* with 197 Illustratioas. 



Crown 8to. cloth extra (illustrated), js. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, ar. each. 




Tytler (Sarah), Novels by. 

Crown 8ro, cloth extra, y. 6d. each ; post 8ro, Illustrated boards, or. each. 
Xiady Bell. I Buried Diamonds. | The BlackhaU Ohosta. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, zr. each. 



What She Came Through. 
Cltoyenne Jacqueline. 
The Bride's Pass. 
Balnt Muntfo's City. 



The Huguenot Family. 
Noblesse Oblige. 
Beauty and the Beast* 
Disappeared. 



The Haedonald Lass. With Frontispie ce. Crown 8vo, cloth, y. M . 

Upward (Allen), Novels by. 

The Queen Against Ovren. Crown 8ro, cloth, with Frontispiese, 31. 6cl. ; post 8to, boards, as. 
The Prince of Balklstan. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, y. 6cU 
A Crown of Straw. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 



Vaslitl and Estlier. By Belle* of The World. Cr. Svo. cloth, 35. 6d. 
Villari (Linda).— A Double Bond; A Story. Fcap. Svo. 15. 
Vizetelly (Ernest A.);— The Scorpion: A Romance of Spain. With 

a Frontispiece. Crown 8to, cloth extra, 3J. 6d. 

Walford (Edward, M.A.), Worlcs by. 

Wal ford's County Families of the United Kingdom (1897|. Contafailnsr ttia Descent, 

Birth, Marriag:e, Education, &c., of Z2,ooo Heads of Families, their Heirs, Offices, Aooresses, Clubs, 

&c. Royal Svo, cloth eilt, 5or. 
Wal ford's Shilling Peerage (1897). Containing a List of the House of Lords, Scotck and 

Irish Peers, &c. 32010, cloth, is. 
Walford's Shilling Baronetage (1897). Containlngf a List of Uie Baronets of the United 

Kingdom, Biographical Notices, Addresses, &c. samo, cloth, rs. 
Walford's Shfllin|( Knightage (1897). ConUininer a List of the Kalghts of the Unitad 

Kin^fdom, Biographical Notices, Addresses, &c. spmo, cloth, is. 
Walford's Shilling House of Commons (1897). Containing a List of aD the Members of the 

New Parliament, their Addresses, Clubs, &c. szmo, cloth, zs. 
Walford's Complete Peerage, Baronetage, Knightage^ und HoiiM Of Commoni 

(1897). Royal aamo, doth, gilt edges, y. IPr^rinf. 

TiU^ Qt our Gfeat FwnUlMk Ctq^tu Qto, dotb c^tni^ v.iO, 
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Sawyer. 

A Tramp Abroad. With 3x4 Illustrations. 

The Prince and the Pauper. With 194 Illustrations. 

Life on the Mississippi. With 300 Illustrations. 

The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn. With 174 Illustrations by E. W. Ksmblb. ^ 

A Yankee at the Court of King Arthur, with aao Illustrations by Dan Bbard. ^ 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3*. 6d. each. 

The American Claimant. With 8x Illustrations by Hal Hurst and others. 

Tom Savryer Abroad. With a6 Illustrations by Dan. Beard. 

Podd'nhead Wilson. With Portrait and Six lUlustrattons by LOUIS LOBB. 

Tom Sairyer, Detective* &C. With numerous Illustrations. {ShoHlyt P 

The A1»000,000 Bank-Mote. Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6d. ; post 8to, picture boards ar. t 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
The Stolen White Blephant. | Mark Twain's Sketches. 

Personal Recollections of Joan of Are. With Twelve Illustrations by F; V. Du Mond. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6j. 

Tytler (C. C% Fraser-).— Mistress Judith: A Novel. Crown 8vo, 

doth extra, 3r. 6d. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, ax. 
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Waller (S. E.).— Sebastiani's Secret. With Twelve fulLpage lllus- 

trations by the Author. Crown 8to, cloth, 6*. ^ [Shortly. 

Walton and Cotton's Complete Angler ; or, The Contemplative 

Man's Recreation, by IZAAK WALTON ; and Instructions How to Angle, for a Trout or Grayling in a 
clear Stream. Dv CHARLES COTTON. With Memoirs and Notes by Sir HARRIS NICOLAS, and 6x 
Illustrations. Crown tivo, cloth antique, 7J-. (xi. 

Walt Whitman, Poems by. Edited, with Introduction, by William 

M. ROSSETTI. With Portrait. Crown 8vo, hand-made paper and buckram. 6x. 

■ fir - ■ ^ 111 ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ I - ^^ — -^^»^— ^ , ■ 

Ward (Herbert), Books by. 

Five Yeani ivith the Contfo Cannibals. With 9a Illustrations. Roynl 8vo, cloth, 14/. 
My Ufa ivtth Stanley's Bear Guard. With Map. Post 8to, is. ; cloth, \s. td, 

- ---T iMi r II III I ' II - - ..- — ■-■- 

Warner (Charles Dudley).— A Roundabout Journey. Crown 8vo, 

cloth extra, fir. 
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Warrant to. Execute Charles I. A Facsimile, with the 59 Signatures 

and Seals. Printed enpaper as in. by 14 in. ex. 
Warrant to Exeoate Mary- Queen of Soots. A Faerimile, inckiding Queen Elixabeth's Signa* 



ture and the Great Seal as. 



Washington's (George) Rules of Civility Traced to their Sources 

and Restored by MONCURS D. CONWAY. Fcap. 8vo, Japanese vellum. ». 60K. 



Wassermann (Lillias), Novels by. 

The Daffodlla. Crown 8to. is. ; cloth, is. 6d. 



The Marquis of Carabas. By Aaron Watson and Lillias Wassbrmann. Post 8ro, 
illustrated boards. 2^. 

Weather, How to Foretell the, with the Pocket Spectroscope. 

By F. W. CORY. With Ten. Illustrations. Crown 8vo. if. ; cloth, ts. 6rf. 

Westall (William), Novels by. 

Trust-Money. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, a/. { doth, at. 6A 
Sons of Belial. Crewn 8to, cloth extra, 3s. 6d, ^ 

Westbary (Atha).-^The 5hadow of Hilton Fernbrook: A Ro- 
mance of Maoruand. Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6d, 

■ - II ■■! I ■ ■ 11 ^.W— ^— ■— ^M^IH ■ »^M^.^^» I « Mil ■ ■aWt.^wwiM^.^.^^a^fc.a^fc^— ^»^— ^>«^— !■ »^ ■*■■ i^.- ■ ■■■■■■ ■ I I I I ■ ^ 

Whist, How to Play Solo. By Abraham S. Wilks and Charles F 

Pardon. Post 8to, doth fimp, ax. 

White (Gilbert).— The Natural History of Selborne. Post 8vo. 

printed pn laid pi^er and half-bound, sx. 

Williams (W. Mattieu, F.R.A.S.), Works by. 

Seienee in Short Chapters. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ^s. M. 

A Simple Treatise on Heat. With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, sx. 6d. 

The Chemistry of Cookery. Crown 8vo. cloth extm. 6s. 

The Chemistry of Iron and Steel Making. Crown Sro, cloth extra. 9s. 

A Vindication of Phrenolo^. With Portrait and 43 lUusts. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, sax. 6d. 

Williamson (Mrs. F. H.).— A Child Widow. Post 8vo, bds., 2s. 

t \ 'm-\ . II 

Wills (C» J.).— An Easy*going Fellow'. Crown 8vo, cloth, 65. 
Wilson (Dr. Andrew, F.R.S.E.), Works by. 

Chapters on Evolution. With 359 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, doth extra, js 6d. 

Leaves trojn a Naturalist's Note-Book. Post 8vo. doth limp, v. 64 

Leisure-Time Studies, with Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, fix. 

Studies in. Life and Sense. With numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 0x. 

Common Accldentst How to Treat Them. With Illustrations. Crown 8vo,ix. ; doth, is.6d. 

Qllmpses of Mature. With 35 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3X. (>d. 

Winter (J. $.), Stories by. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. each; 

cloth 'fimp. ax. 6d. each. 
Cavalry Life. I Regimental Legends. 

A Soldier's Children. With 34 Illustrations by E. G. THOMSON and E. STUART HARDY. Crown 
8vo, doth extra, yi. 6d. 

Wissmann (Hermann von). — My Second journey {tirou^K 

Equatorial Africa. With 9a Illustrations. Demy 8vo, c\qv\v, \<^, 
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Wood (H. F.), Detective Stories by. Post 8vo, boards, 25. each. 

The Pass«if«p from Bsotland Yard* | The En<H«hmitn of the Roe Cain. 

Wood (Lady). — Sabina: A Novel. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2$. 
Wool ley (Cella Parker).— Rachel Armstrong; or, Love and The- 

olosy* ^oo* Svo, Ulustrsted beards, at. ; cloth, at. 6d. 

m ' - —~ ■ ■ II ■_ __!__ 

Wright (Thomas), Works by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 6d. each. 

The GaPleatove History of the Oeenfes. "With 400 Caricatures. Squib«, &c. 
History of Carleatare and of tha Oroteeqae In Art. literature. Sculpture, and 
Palntlntf. Illustrated by F. "W. FaikhOLT, F.S.A. 

Wynman (Margaret).— My Flirtations. With 13 Illustrations by 

J. Bernard PARTRIOCB. Crown 8vo, doth, y. 6d, ; post 8vo, cloth limp, as, 

Yates (Edmund), Novels by. Post 8vo, illustrated boards. 25. each. 

lAttd at Last. I The Forlorn Hope. | Castaway. 



ZanrwIII (I.). — Ghetto Tragedies. With Three Illustrations by 

A. B. Boyd. Fcap. 8vo, picture cover, is. net. 

Zola ,(Eralle), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d, each. 

The iPat and the Thin. Translated by Ernest A. Vizetelly. 

Money. Translated by ERNEST A. Vizbthlly. 

The Dowhfall. Translated bv E. A. Vizetblly. 

The Dream, v Trandated by Eliza Chase. With Eight lUustrations by Teanniot. 

Doctor PascaK Tranadated by E. A. ViZETELLY. With Portrait of the Author. 

liOUrdes. Transited by ERNEST A. ViZETHLLY. 

Rome. Translated by ERNEST A. VIZETELLY. 
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SOME BOdKS CLASSIFIED IN SERIES. 

%* For fuller cateUoguing^ tee alphabetical arrangemetU, pp. i-ziS, 

The Mayfalr Library. Po8t>«, cloth limp, ss. w. per Voimne. 



A Journey Botmd Vy BeesL By X. ds Maistrb. 

Translated by Sir HENRY ArrWELL. 

^jdpa ar.4 Qiiidittes. By W. D. ADAMS, 
.'he Agcsy Oo anut of ' The Times.' 
Kelaneho:y Aft'ttemlMd : AbiMgraeot ef BURTON. 
Poetical Iii&«anities. By W. T. Dobson. 
The Cvnboara Pap«n. By Fin>Bbc. 
W. B. GUbvt's Playa. Three Series. 
Bopgi of Irish Wit aad Knmoor. 
Anim %)8 aad their Hasten. By Sir A. HELPS. 
Social Pressure. By Sir A. HELPS. 
Omiosities ef Orltleiam. By H.J . J bnnings. 
The Antoerat of the Breekftit-Table. By Oliver 

Wbndell Holmes. 
Pencil and Palette. By R. KEMPT. 
Little Essays; from Lamb's Letibrs. 
Forensic Anecdotes. By Jacob Larwood. 



TheatftbalAneedotea By Jacob Larwood. 
Jeux d'Espm. Sdltcd byHKKRY S. Lbigh. 
Witch Stories. ^«kE. ltnn Linton. 

Oorssl ves. By E. I>WMLlNTON. 
Pastimes aad Players. Byi^-MACGRBGOR. 
Kew Paul aad Virgiaia. ByW.>H. Mallock. 
The New KeptriUie. By W. H. M ALt«CK. 
Puek eo Pegasus. By H. C. Pemnbll. 
Pegasus Re-saddled. By H. C. Pennell. 
If OSes of Mayfair. Edited by H. C. Pennell. 
Thereau : His LKe and Ahns. By H. A. Pagh. 
Puniana. By Hon. HUGH ROWLEV. 
More Pualaaa. By Hen. hvgh Rowley. 
The Philosophy of HandwritiBg. 
By Stream and Sea. By William Senior. 
Leaves from a Naturalist's Kote-Book. Bv Dr 
Andrew Wilson. ' 



The Q olden Library, post 8vo, cloth limp, «. per Volume. 



DlvertloBS of the Echo Olnb. Bayard Taylor. 
Bongs for Sailors. By W. C. Bennbtt. 
Lives of the Necromoncers. By W. Godwin. 
The Poetical Works ot Alexander Pope. 
Scenes of Oonntry Life. By Edward Jesse. 
Tals tw a Ohinmey Comer. By Leigh Hunt. 



The Autoorat of tho Breakfast Tabls. Bt 
Oliver Wendell Holmhs. ^ ' 

La Mort d' Arthur : Selectkms from Mallory 
Provlaeial Letters of Blaise PasoaL 
Maxim s aad AeAeetioas of Bochefoucaald. 



The Wanderer's Library, crown 8vo, clofh extra, 3*. w. each. 



WauderlBgs la Patagonia. By Julius Beer- 

bOHM. i41ustmted. 
Kerrie England laths Olden Tiaae. By G. Daniel. 

lUustratedby RenuRT CRUIKSHANK. 
Circus Life. By THOMAS FROST. 

Lives of the Conjurers. By Thomas Frost. 

The Old Showmen and the Old London Fairs. By 
THOytAS f'ROjT, 
Low Lite Deept By James Greenwoou. 
Tti« WildM 01 London. By James GREEi«VfOOD. 



\ 



Tunis. By Chev. HEa0S-WARTBGG. a* Musts. 

Life aad Advsatnres of a Oheaa Jack. 

World Behiad ttie Scenes. ByT. Fitzgeraldl 

Tavars Aneedoies aad Si^gs. 

The dsaial ShowBUu. By B. P. Hinqston. 

Btor/ofLoadea Parks. By Jacob Larwood. 

London Oharaaters. By Henry Mayhew. 

Seven Oeaeratioas of Executioners. 

I^uauaw Crodaiajc in the South Seas. Bv C 
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Books in Series— continued. 

Handy Novels. Fcap. 8vo, doth boards, 15. 6d. each. 



The Old tSald's Sweetheart. By A. St. Aubyn. 
Modest Little Sara. By Alan St. Aubyn. 
Seven Sleepers of Ephesue. M. E. Colrridcb. 
Taken from the Enemy. By H. Newbolt. 



A Lest Soul. By W. L. Aldrn. 
Dr. Palliser's Patient. By Grant Allf.n. 
Monte Oirlo Stories. By Joan Barkuti'. 
Black Spirits and White. By R. A. Cram. 



My Library. Printed on laid paper, post 8vo, half-Roxburghe, 2S. 6d. each. 
Citatien and Examination of William BluUupeara. | Christie Johnstone. By Ch arlbs Reads 

By W. 8. Landor. I Peg Wofflngton. By Charles Reade, 

The Jonmal of Manrice do qneria, ' The Dramatie Essays of Charles Lamb. 



The Pocket Library. Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and hf.-bd., 2S. each. 

White's Natural History of Selborne. 
Gulliver's Travels, &c By Dean Swift. 
Plays by Richard brinsley Sheridan. 
Anecdotes of the Clergy. By Jacob larwooo. 
Thomson's Seasons. Illustratea. 
Autocrat of the Breakfast Table and The Professor 
at the Braakfast-Table. By O. w. Holmes. 



The Essajrs of Ella. By Charles Lamb. 
Robinson Crusoe. Illustrated by G. CRUIKSHANK. 
Whims and Oddities. By Thomas Hood. 
The BarlMr's Chair. By Douglas J errolu. 
Gastronomy. By Brillat-Savarin. 
The Epicurean, &c. By Thomas moorb. 
Iisigh Hunt's Essays. Edited by E. Ollier. 



THE PICCADILLY NOVELS. 

Library Editions op NovBLS,many Illustrated, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d. each. 



By P. M. ALLEN. 
Srean as Grass. 

By GRANT ALLEN. 

The Great Taboo. 
Dumaresq's Daughter. 
Duchess of Powysland. 
Blood RoyaL 
Ivan Greets Master- 
piece. 
The Scallywag. 
At Market Value. 
Under Sealed Orden. 

ANDERSON. 



Phlllstia. 

Strange Stories. 

Babvlon. 

Por Malmia'sSake. 

Jn all Shades. 

The Beokoning Hand. 

The Devil's Die. 

This Mortal Cril. 

The Tents of Shem. 

By MARY 

Othello's Occupation. 

By EDWIN L. ARNOLD. 
Phra the Pbeenician. I Constable of St. Hidiolaa. 

By ROBERT BARR. 
fii a Btaamer Chair. | From Whose Bouma. 

By FRANK BARRETT. 
The Woman of the Iron Bracelets. 
The Harding ScandaL 

By 'BELLE.' 
Yashti and Esther. 

By Sir W. BESANT and J. RICE. 



Beady-Money Mortiboy. 
My Little OlrL 
With Harp and Crown. 
This Son of Vulcan. 
The Golden Butterfly. 
The Monks of Thelema. 



By Celia's Arbour. 
Chap ain of the Fleet. 
The Seamy Side. 
The Case of Mr. Lucraft. 
In Trafalgar's Pay. 
The Tea Tears' Tenant. 



By Sir WALTER BESANT. 

All Sorts and 



Condi 

tions of Men. 
The Captains' Room. 
All in a Garden Fair. 
Dorothy Forster. 
Uncle Jack. 
The World Went Very 

W»ll Then. 
C itMren of Gibeoa. 
Herr Faulns, 
For Faith and Freedom. 
To CaU Her Mine. 

By PAUL 

A Living Lie. 

By ROBERT 

Shadow of the Sword. 
A Child of Natxire. 
Goa and the Man. 
Martyrdom of Madeline 
Love Me for Ever. 
Axman Water. 
Foxglove Manor. 

ROB. BUCHANAN 

The Charlatan. 

By J. MITCHELL 

The luaor Chord. 



The BeU of St. Paul's. 
The Holy Rose. 
Armorel of Lyonesse. 
S. Katharine's bv Tower 
Verbena Camellia Bte. 

pbanotis. 
The Ivory Gate. 
The Rebel Queen. 
Beyond the Dreams of 

Avarice. 
The Master Craftsman. 



BOURQET. 

BUCHANAN. 

The New Abelard. 
Matt. I Rachel Deaa. 
Master of the Mine. 
TheH'^irof Llnne. 
Woman and the Man. 
R«d and White Heather. 

& HY. MURRAY. 



CHAPPLB. 



refai 



HALL CAINE. 

The Shadow of a Crime. 1 The Deemster. 
A Son of Hagar. I 

By MACLAREN COBBAN. 

The Red Sultan. | The Burden of Isabel. 

By MORT. & PRANCES COLLINS. 

Transmigration. | From Midnight to Mid- 

Blacksmith ft Scholar. night. 

The Village Comedy. | Ton Play me False. 

By WILKIE COLLINS. 



Armadale. T AfterDarlu 
No Name. 
Antonina. 
BaslL 

Hide and Seek. 
The Dead Secret. 
Queen of Hearts. 
My Miscellanies. 
The Woman in WUta. 
The Moonstona. 
Man and Wife. 
Poor Miss Finch. 
Miss or Mrs. T 



The Freien Deep. 
The Two Destinies. 
The Law and the Lady. 
The Haunted HoteL 
The Fallen Leaves. 
Jezebel's Daughter. 
The Black Robe. 
Heart and Science. I 
' I Bay No.' 
Little Nevels. 
The Evil Genius. 
The Legacy of Oaia. 
A Rogue's Life. 
Blind Love. 

COOK. 



The New Magdalen. 

By DUTTON 

Paul Foster's Daughter. 

By E. H. COOPER. 

Geelfory Hamilton. 

By V. CECIL COTES. 

Two Girls on a Barge. 

By C. EGBERT CRADDOCK. 

His Vanished Star. 

By H. N. CRELLIN. 

Romances of the Old Seraglio. 

By MATT CRIM. 

The Adventures of a Fair Rebel. 

By S. R. CROCKETT and others. 
Tales of Our Coast. 

By B. M. 

Diana Barrington. 



CROKER. 

Village Tales ± Jungle 

Tragedies. 
The Real Lady Rl'da. 
Married or Single. 
Two Masters. 
IntheKlngdom of Kerry 
■ CYPLES, 



Proper Pride. 
A Family Likeness. 
Pretty Miss Neville. 
A Bird of Passage. 
'To Lei' I Mr. Jervls 

By WILLIAM 
Hearts of Gold. 

By ALPHONSE DAUDET. 
The Evangelist ; or. Port Ralvat on. 

By H. COLEMAN DAVIDSON. 
Ifir. Sadler's Daughters. 

By ERASMUS DAWSON. 
The Fountain of Toutlu ^ 



i'^ 
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Thb Piccadilly (3/6) H o\els— continued. 

By. J. LEITH DERWENT. 

0«r Lady of T«axi. I Circe'i Lovert. 
Bv DICK DONOVAN. 
Tracked to Doom. I The Hyitery of Jamaica 
Xaa t/natk Manfthortr. Terrace. 

By A. CONAN DOYLE. 
Tke Ftirn of 61rd)e»tone. 

By S. JEANNETTE DUNCAN. 
▲ Daagliter of To-day. I Veraon't Aunt. 
By Q. MANVILLE PENN. 
The Hew Mlstren. I The Tic er LUy. 
WltMM to the Deed. { The White Vfrffla. 

By PERCY FITZGERALD. 
Fatal Zero. 

By R. B. PRANCILLON. 
One by One. i Ropei of Sand. 

A Doff and hli ghadow. Jack Doyle's Daughter. 

A Real Queen. I 

Prefaced by Sir BARTLE PRE RE. 
Fandvrang Hari. 

BY EDWARD QARRETT. 
Tha Capel GirU . _ 

By PAUL QAULOT. 
Tho Bod Bhirti. 

By CHARLES GIBBON. 
Robin 6ray. | The Gkilden Shaft. 

Loving a Dream. 

By E. QLANVILLB. 
The Lost He&ess. I The Fossicker. 

A Fair Colonist. The Golden "Rock, 

By B. J. GOODMAN. 
The Fate of Herbert Wayne. 

By Rev. S. BARING GOULD. 
Red Spider. | Eve. 

By CECIL GRIFPITH* 
Ooriathia Harasion. 

By SYDNEY GRUNDY* 
The Days of his Vanity. 

By THOMAS HARDY» 
Under the ureenwood Tree. 

By BRET HARTE. 



AWaifofthePUins. 
A Ward of the Golden 

Gate. 
A Sappho of Green 

Springs. 
Col. Starbottle's CUent. 
Susy. 

By JULIAN 
Oarth. 

Ellice Qnentin. 
Sebastian Stroma. 
Dnst. 
Fortune's Fool. 



Sally Bows. 

A Prot6g6o of Jack 
Hunlln's. 

Bell-Ringer of Angel's. 

Clarence. 

Barker's Luck. 

Devil's Ford. 
HAWTHORNE. 

Beatrix Randolph. 

David Poindexter's Dis- 
appearance. 

The Spectro of the 
Camera. 
HELPS. 



By Sir A. 

Ivan de Biron. 

By I. HENDERSON. 
Agatha Page. 

By G. A. HENTY. 

Bulub the Juggler. I Dorothy's Doublf. 

By JOHN HILL. 
The Common Ancestor. 

By Mrs. HUN_GE_RFORD. 

Lady Vomer's Flight. 
The Red-House Mystery 
The Three Graces. 



The Professor's Blt>erl> 

ment. 
A Point of Conscience. 



By Mrs. ALFRED HUNT. 

The Leaoen Casket. I Self-Condemned. 
That Other Person. | Mrs. Juliet. 

By C. J. CUTCLIFFE HYNE. 

Honour of Thieves. 

By R. ASHE KING. 

A Drawn Game. 

* The Wearing of the Green.' 

By EDMOND LEPELLETIER. 

Madame Sans-Gdne. 

By HARRY LINDSAY* 
Bhoda Roberts. 

By HENRY W. LUCY. 

Qldeon Fleyct, 



By B. LYNN LINTON. 



Patricia Kemball. 
Under which Lord? 
'My Lover 
lone. 
Paston Carew. 

By JUSTIN 

A Fair Saxon. 
Linley Rochford. 
Dear Lady Disdain. 
Camiola. 

Waterdalo Kelghbours. 
My Enemy's Daughter. 
Mus Misanthrope. 

By JUSTIN H. MCCARTHY. 

A London Legend. 

By GEORGE MACDONALD. 
Heather and Snow. 1 Fbantastes; 
By L. T. MEADE. 
A Soldier of Fortune. I Tho Voioo of 
In an Iron Grip. I Charmer. 

By LEONARD MERRICK. 
This Stage of Fools. 

By BERTRAM MJTFORD. 



Sowing the Wind. 
Tho Atonement ofLeaa 

Dnndas. 
Tht World Well Lost. 
The One Too Many. 

McCarthy. 

JDonna Quixote. 
Maid of Athens. 
The Comet of a Season. 
The Dictator. 
Red Diamonds. 
Tho Riddle Bing. : 



the 



The Gun&unner. 
The Luck of Gerard 
Bidgeley. 

By J. B. 
Maid Marian and Robin Hood. 
Basile the Jester. {Young Lochinvar. 

By p. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 



The Sing's Assegai. 
Renshaw Fanning's 
Quest. 

MUDDOCK. 



Cynic Fortune. 
The Way of the World. 
BobMartin's Little GirL 
Time's Revenges. 
A Wasted Crime. 
In Direst PeHl. 
Mount Despair. 
A OapAil o' Mails. 



A Life's Atonement. 
Joseph^s Coat. 
Coals of Fire. 
Old Blazer's Hero. 
Val Strange. \ Hearts. 
A Modol^ther. 
By the Gate of the Sea. 
A Bit of Human Nature. 
First Person Singular. 

By MURRAY and HERMAN. 
The Bisnops' Bible. I Paul Jones's Alias. 
One Traveller Returns. I 

By HUME NiSBRT. 
'BaUUpl' 

By W. E. NORRIS. 
Samt Ann's. - ' | Billy B«neir.' 

By G. OHNET. 
A Weird Gift. 

By OUIDA. 



Held in Bondage. 

Stratbmore. 

Chandos. 

Under Two Flags. 

Idalia. 

Cecil Oastlemaine's 

Gage. 
Tricotrin. | Fuck. 
Folle Farine. 
A Dog of Flanders. 
PavcareL | Signa. 
Princess Hapraxine. 



Ariadne 

By MARGARET 
Gentle and Simple. 

By JAMES PAYN. 



Two Little Woodea 

Shoes. 
Ztt a Winter City. 
Friendship. 
Moths.' [ BulllAo. 
Pipistrello. 
A village Commune. -1 
BlmbL I Wanda. 
Frescoes. | Othmar. 
In Maremma. 
Ssrrlln. | Gnilderoy. 
Santa Barbara. 
Two Offenders. 
A; PAUL. 



Lost Sir Massingberd. 
Less Black than We're 

Painted. 
A Confldenttal Agent. 
A Grape from a Thorn. 
In Peril and Privation. 
The Mystery of Mir- 
By Proxy. [bridge. 
The Canon's Ward. 



High Splriti. 
Under One Roof. 
Glow-worm Tales. 
The Talk of the Town. 
Holiday Tasks. 
For Cash OdIv. 
The Burnt Million. 
The Word and the Will. 
Sunny Stories. 
A Trying Pj^lent. 



Walter's Word 

By WILL PAVNE. 

Jerry the Dreamer. 

By Mrs. CAMPBELL PRAED. 

Outlaw and Lawmaker. I Mrs. TregatUss. 
OhrisUna Oharo. | 

Bj B. C. PRICE4 

vaienthia. i U». ];mc«it«r:i Kivai. 

ThQ Fdieignext,. { 
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The Piccadilly (3/6) tiowLs— continued. 

By RICHARD PRYCB. 

lUMlIaxweirs Affections. 

By CHARLES READE. 



Pag WofDiigton :1 and 
Ohriitic Johnstone. 

Hard Caah. 

Cloister * the Eeurth. 

Never Too Late to Mend 

The Oovrio of Tme 
Love NeTer Did Bnn 
Smooth ; and Sliigle- 
heart andDoaUefaee. 

Autobiography of a 
a Thief; Jack of all 
Trade! ; A Hero aed 
a Martyr; and The 
Waademg Heir. 

Love Me Little, Level 



The Bonble Marriage. 
Griffith Gaont. 
Foul Play. 
Put Tourtelf In Hli 

Place. 
A Terrible Temptation. 
A Simpleton. 
A Woman Hater. 
The Jilt, & otherStories : 

and Good Storiei of 

Men and other Ant- 

mall. 
A Periloui Secret. 
Aeadlana ; and Bible 

Character!. 



Me 

Me Long. 

By Mrs. J. H. RIDDELL. 

Weird Stories. 

By AMELIB RIVES. 
Barbara Dermg. 

By P. W. ROBINSON. 
The Hands of Justice. | Woman in the Dark. 

By DORA RUSSELL. 
A Country Bweetheart. J The Drift of Fate. 
By W. CLARK RUSSELL. 



the 



Bound the Galley-Fire. 
In the Middle Watch. 
A Voyage to the Cape. 
Book for the Hammock. 
The Mystery of the 

' Ocean Star.' 
Tbe Romance of Jenny 

Harlowe. 
An Ocean Tragedy. 

By JOHN 

Guy Waterman. 
Bound to the Wheel. 



My Shipmate Iodise. 
Alone on Wide Wide Sea 
The Phantom Death. 
Is He the Man 7 
The Good Ship 'Mo- 
hock.' 
The Oonvict Ship. 
Heart of Oak. 
The Tale of the Ten. 
SAUNDERS. 

I The Two Dreamers. 
The Lien in the Path. 



By KATHARINE SAUNDERS. 

Margaret and Elisabeth | Heart Salvage. 
Gideon's Rock. | Sebastian. 

The High Mills. J 

By ADELINE SERGEANT. 
Dr. Endifott's Experiment. 

By HAWLEY SMART. 
Without Love or Licence. 



By T. W. 



SPEJQHT. 

The Mastt r of Tren&nce. 



ST. AUBYN. 

In Face of the World. 
OrclULrd Damerel. 
The Tremlett Diamonds. 



By 

A Secret of the Sea. 
The Grey ftiouK. 

By ALAN 
A Fellow of Trinity. 
The Junior Dean. 
Master of St.Benedict's. 
To his Own Master. 

By JOHN STAFFORD. 
Doris and I. 

By R. A. STERNDALB. 
The Afghan Knife. 

By BERTHA THOMAS. 
Proud Maisle. | The Violin-Player. 

By ANTHONY TROLLOPE. 



The Way we Live Now. 
Fran Frohmann. 
By FRANCES 

Like Ships upon the 

*By IVAN TURGENIEFF; 

Stories from Foreign Novelists. 

By MARK TWAIN. 



Scarborough's Family. 
The Land-Leaders. 

B. TROLLOPE. 

Anne Furness. 
Mabel's Pragresi. 



Pudd'nhead Wilson. 
Tom Sawyer ,Detective. 



The American Claimant. 
The£l,000,OOOBanknote. 
Tom Sawyer Abroad. 

By C. C. FRASER-TYTLER. 

Mistress Judith. 

By SARAH TYTLER. 

Lady BelK I The Blackball Ghosts. 

Buried Diamonds. I The Macdonald Lass. 

By ALLEN UPWARD. 
The Queen against Owen | The Prince of Balkistan 

By E. A. VIZETELLY. 

The Scorpion : A Romance of Spain. 

By WILLIAM WESTALU 

Sons of Belial. 

By ATHA WESTBURY. 

The Shadow of Bilton Fembrook. 

By JOHN STRANGE WINTER. 
A Soloier's Children. 

By MARGARET WYNMAN. 
My Furcations. 



The Downfall. 
The Dream. 
Dr. Pascal. 



By B. ZOLA. 

I Money. | Lonrdes. 
The Fat and the Thin. 
Rome. 



CHEAP EDITIONS OF POPULAR NOVELS, 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, each. 



By ARTEMUS WARD. 

Artemus Ward Complete. 

By EDMOND ABOUT. 

The Fellah. 

By HAMILTON AIDE. 

Oarr of Carrlyon. | Confidences. 

By MARY ALBERT. 

Brooke Finchley's Daughter. 

By Mrs. ALEXANDER. 

Kaid, Wife or Widow 7 | Valerie s Fata. 

By GRANT ALLEN. ^ 



Philistia. 


The Oreat Taboo. 


Strange Stories, 


Dumaresq's Daughter. 


Babylon 

For Maimie's Bake. 


Duchess of Powysland. 


Blood Royal. 


In aU Shades. 


Ivan Oreet's Master- 


The Beckoning Hand. 
The DevU's Die. 


piece. 


The Scallywag. 
This Mortal Coil. 


The Tents of Shem. 



By E. LESTER ARNOLD. 

phra the Phoenician. 

By SHELSLBY BBAUCHAMP. 

Qnnwy Qnngt, 



BY FRANK 

Fettered for Life. 
Little Lady Linton. 
Bstween Life A Death. 
The Sin of Olga Zassoa- 

Uch. 
Polly Morrison. 
Lieut. Barnabas. 
Honest Davie. 



BARRETT. 

A Prodigals Progress. 
Found Ouilty. 
A Recoiling Vengeance. 
For Love and Honour. 
John Ford; and His 

Helpmate. 
The Woman of the Iron 

Bracelets. 



By Sir W. BESANT and J. RICE. 



Beadi 



ly-Money Mortiboy 
Mv Little Girl. 
Witii Harp and Crown. 
This Son of Vulcan. 
The Golden Butterfly. 
The Monks of Thelema. 



Bv Celia's Arbour. 
Chaplain of the Fleet. 
The Seamy Side. 
The Case of Mr. Lucraf t. 
In Trafalgar's Bay. 
The Ten Tears' Tenant. 



By Sir WALTER BESANT. 



All Sorts and Condi- 
tions of Men. 

The Captains' Room. 

All in a Garden Fair. 

Dorothy Forster. 

Uncle Jack. 

The World Went Very 
Well Then. 

Children of Gibeon. 

Herr Paulus. 



For Faith and Freedom. 
To Call Her Mine. 
The Bell of St. Paul's. 
The Holy Rose. 
Armorelof Lyonea^e. 
S.Katherine's bv Towar, 
Verbena Camellia 8te< 

phanotls. 
The Ivory Gate. 
The Reb«l.<^aA«Qy. 






>. 
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Two-Shillino Novels — continued. 



By 

Canp Hotel 



FREDERICK BOYLE. 

Olironicle* oX Ko-m«&'f 
Land. 

HARTE. 

Flip. I iCanU** 

A PhyUli of the SierrM. 
A Waif of the Plains. 
A Ward of the Ooidea 
aate. 



Bavast Ufe. 

BY BRB 

OalMnla* Itbriaa. 
ttabriel Ooaroy. 
The LMh af ~ 

Caeap. 
■^o Heirea of Sed Dof. 

By HAROLD BRYDQES. 

Ihiete Baai at Home. 



BUCHANAN. 

The llartyrdom of 

deline. 
The New Abelard. 
Matt. 

The Heir of Llnae. 
Woman and the Man. 



By ROBERT 

lihadow of the Sword. 
A OhUd of Hatnre. 
Ood and the Man. 
Love ICe for Ever. 
Fozclore Manor. 
The Mast«r o: the Mbit. 
Annan Water. 

By HALL CAINE. 

The Shadow of aOriae. I The Deemster. 
A Bon of Bagar. | 

By Commander CAMERON. 
The Cruue of th» 'Black Prince.' 

By Mrs. LOVETT CAMERON. 

Deceivers Ever. | JuUet'i Gaardfan. 

By HAYDEN CARRUTH. 
The Adventures of Jones. 

9v AUSTIN CLARE. 

For the Lovri of a Lau. 

By Mrs. ARCHER CLIYE.« 

Panl FerroU. 

Why Paol FerroU KiUed his Wife. 
_ By MACLAREN COBBAN. 
The Cnre of Bonis. | The Red Saltan. 

By C. ALLSTON COLLINS. 
The Bar Sinister. 
By MORT. & PRANCES COLLINS. 



Sweet Anne Pago. 

Ti ansmlgratlon. 

F. om Midnight to IQd 

niffht. 
A F^t with Fortune. 

By WILKIE 
Armadale. | AfterDark. 
No Name. 
Antonlaa. 
Basil. 

Side and Seek. 
The Dead Secret. 
Qneen of Hearts. 
Mils or Mrs. T 
The New Msfdalen. 
The Froaen Deep. 
The Law andthe^l^y 
The Two Destinies. 
The Haunted HoteL 
A Bogue'i Life. 



Sweet and Twenty. 
The Village Comedy. 
Ton Play me False. 
Blacksmith and Scholar 
Frances. 

COLLINS. 
My Miscellanies. 
The Woman in White. 
The Moonstone, 
Man and Wife. 
Poor Miss Finch. 
The Fallen Leaves. 
Jezebel's Daaghter. 
The Black Robe. 
Heart and Science. 
'I Say No I' 
The Evil Genius. 
Little Novels. 
Legacy of Cain. 
Blind Love. 

COLQUHOUN. 



By M. J. 

Every Inch a Soldier 

By BUTTON COOK. 
Leo. I Paul Foster's Daughter. 

By C. EGBERT CRADDOCK. 
The Prophet of the Great Smoky Mountains. 

By MATT CRIM. 
The Adventures of a Fair Rebel. 

By B. M. CROKER. 



Proper Pride. 
A Family LikenessL 
Village Tales and Jungle 
Tragedies. 
CYPLES. 



Pretty Miss NeviUe. 
Diana Bandngton. 
•To Let.' 
A Bird of Passage. 

By W. 
Hearts of Gold. 

By ALPHONSE DAUDET. 

The Evangelist : or. Port Salvation. 

By ERASMUS DAWSON. 

The Fountain of Youth. 

By JAMES DB MILLE. 

A Csjrtle in Spain. 



By J. LEITH DERWENT. 

Our Lady of Tears. | Circe's Lovers. 

By CHARLES DICKENS. 

Sketches by Bos. 
Caver Twist. 



Nicholas flickleby. 

DONOVAN. 

In the Grip of the Law. 
From Information &•> 

eeived. 
Tracked to Doom. 
Link by Link 
Suspicion Aroused. 
Dark Deeds. 
Riddles Read. 

EDWARDES. 



By DICK 

The Man-Hunter. 
Tracked and Takes. 
Caught at Last I 
Wanted I ' 
Who Poisoned Hetty 

Duncan? 
Man from Manchester. 
A Detective's Triumphs 

By Mrs. ANNIE 

A Point of Honour. | Archie Lovell. 

By 2VL BETHAM-EDWARDS. 

FeUcia. | Kitty. 

By EDWARD EOOLESTON. 

Roxy. 

By a. MANVILLE PENN. 

The New Mistress. | The Tiger Lily. 

Witness to the Deed. | 

By PERCY FITZGERALD. 

Bella Donna. Second Mrs. Tillotsoa. 

Never Forgotten. Seventy - five Brooke 

Polly. Street. 

Fatal Zero. The Lady of BrantosM. 

By P. FITZGERALD and others. 

Strange Secrets. 

DE FONBLANQUe. 



n 



By ALBANY 

Filthy Lucre. 

By R. E. 
Olympia. 
One by One. 
A ReiJ Queen. 
Queen Cophetna. 



FRANCILLON. 

King or Knave T 
Romances of the Law. 
Ropes of Sand. 
A Dog and his Shadow. 

FREDERIC. 

The Lawton Giri. 

BARTLB FRBRE. 



By HAROLD 

Seth's Brother's Wife. | 

Prefaced by Sir 

Pandurang Han. 

ByHAIN FRISWELL. 

One of Two. 

By EDWARD QARRETT. 

The Capel Girls. 

By GILBERT GAUL. 

A Stranse Manuscript. 

GIBBON. 



• * 



Strange Manuscript. 
By CHARLES 



Robin Gray. 
Fancy Fi;ee. 
For Lack of Gold. 
What will World Say f 
In Lnve and War. 
For the King. 
In Pastures Green. 
Queen of the Meadow. 
A Heart's Problem. 
The Dead Heart. 



In Honour Bound. 
Flower of the Forest. 
The Braes of Yarrow. 
The Golden Shaft. 
Of High Degree. 
By Mead and Stream. 
Loving a Dream. 
A Hard Knot. 



Heart's De.ight. 
Blood-Money. 

By WILLIAM GILBERT. 

Dr. Austin's Guests. I The Wizard of the 
James Duke. Mountain. 

By ERNEST GLANVILLE. 
The Lost Heiress. The Fossicker. 

A Fair Colonist. 

By Rev. S. BARING GOULD. 

Bed Spider. Sve. 

By HENRY GREVILLE. 

A Noble Woman. I Nikanor. 

By CECIL GRIFFITH. 

Oorlnthia Marazion. 

By SYDNEY GRUNDY. 

The Days of his Vanity. •^ 

By JOHN HABBERTON. 

Brueton's Bayou. | Country Luck. 

By ANDREW HALLIDAY. 

Every day Papers. 

By Lady DUFFUS HARDY* 

Paul Wynter's SAon^ce. 



m. 



■ T 



«««..^/r.S!J2J'^. HARDY* 



t 



~ """ weenwood Tree. ' 

•UtUiSd^'^lCli HARWOOD. 

a»lb.^^ -"JLIAN HAWTHORNE. 

Ellice Qaentlii. B«aWx Eandolnii. 

fortune's Pool Ijove— or a ir£lb 

JIlM Cadogn*. ^a^d Polndexter'g Dia. 

Dm*. •"•• The Specfre of tbe 

R» e* A ^-. Camera. 
I«i. A.^' ARTHUR HELPS. 

«<U«kth.jof^,?- A. HENTY. 

A !«*.? Lg.^NRY HERMAN. 
«™»r.tl..^i„'*EADON HILL. 
«"-" P.I.?/ •'°"N "'LL. 
"•!«"?. 0^,'a *=*S"EL HOEY. 
a. £?«'^?l.gEORaB HOOPER. 

r^^LJSrJJS"^ HOPKINS. 

r*t«l..l??„i.^AN INQELO-W. 
ttr »«* B^. ^*'- JAMESON. 

a. ttoto.yj*'^ •'OHN LEYS. 
«M~.F.?^''E'»«v'^.lV'S'Yf"'- 

fe^"^ IIP-- 

^i¥.s°« maSWalo. 



te U^^Ei-PRBNCB MARRYAT, 
«»>.««, th. Air. |^SjS?X«WUdO.& 

«W».,„&i.a*Iih'£^STERMAN. 

A •.SJ, g1i*N?BR MATTHEWS. 

ASM4lM.„f frtileT' "BADE. 
»• ««J2^wl.^^?NARD MERRlCli. 
t«cIiS'oi.^'*N MIDDLBMASS. 

H«»«5j;t'SKo1i5!0'-ESwSlwH. 

ae Dead Maa', Secret. ^**^ ' "'^ 

A MoSTpPtke^^'^'ST'JB MURRAY 

JoaepJi'e Coat. ^^''••AtfiemU.* 

CoaJs of PirJ By tke fttu of?^*o 

By MlJDDAv ' ^^"tPerU. 
i^^ul Joneg. AJlae^* | ^* Bi«hop«' ajbl; 
*8«i..?i.J/.ENRYMW,R^;, 

■.»«»„.*y HbME'Nfsll^'^;^-- 

a....SL.i"«-o^ANrs?;:'^- 

A Lue low. I A Waird out. 

Ji?lt.i«H.Sy ««•»• OyPHANT. 

«»SSr?«S;.?«BERT O'REILLY. 
By OUIDA. 



In 



J5[nd«r Two Flan 

Puet 
JoUeParlne. .^ 



2;oLitWoodea g^ow. 
Bimbt 

A^^?^0««w^ 
Frweoet. 

?«iino. 

frrUa. 

S*nU Barbara^ 

Onlda-8 Wisdom »!» 



Heather aad SaJ^^ — ' "^^'^"^nJ\l^D, 
^l^S.^^^ MACDONELL. 



The 



A Bomancfff thT Wi?' fii'^OCK. 



SAX?.*" 

<»«^.2i15g/*RET AONES PAUL 
l»4r lonuSf *^- *- P'RKIS. 

a.«ry«.S^„IS?/4.A. POB. 
JWwMi.^ "J' B- C. PRICE. 

"ISTrichaL^T^"^'"*""' 
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32 CHA1T0 & WINDUS, no & tii St. Martinis tafte, London* W.C 



Two-Shx&lino Novels— <;onft>tfi«f. 
Bv JAMBS PAYN. 

Benttnek'i Tnior, 



Horphy'i Matter. 

A Coonty Family. 

At Her Msrcy. 

CQcil'8 Tz7it. 

The Oljrffardi of Olyffe. 

The Foiter Brothers. 

Fonnd Dead. 

The Beit of fluhaxuU. 

Walter's Word. 

Halves. 

Fallen Fortanes. 

Hamoroni Stories. 

£200 Reward. 

A llarlne Sesidenctt 

Mirk Abbey. 

By Proxy. 

Under One Roof, 

High Spirits. 

Carlyon'B Tear* 

From Exile. 

For Cash Only. 

Kit. 

The Canon's Ward. 



The Talk of the Tom. 
Holiday Tasks. 
A Perfect Treasure. 
What He Ooet Her. 
A Confidential Af ent. 
Olow-worm Tales. 
The Bomt Million. 
Bunny Stories. 
Ldst Sir Massingberd. 
A Woman's Vengeance. 
The Family Scapegrace. 
Owendollae's Harvest. 
Like Father, Like Son. 
Married Beneath Him. 
Not Wooed, bnt Won. 
Less Black than We're 

Painted. 
Some Private Views. 
A Grape ttom. a Thorn. 
The Mystery of Mir- 

bridge. 
The Word and the Will. 
A Prince of the Blood. 
A Trying Patient. 



By CHARLES READB. 

It is Hever Too lAte to A TerribleTemptatlon. 



Mend 
Christie Johnstone. 
The Double Marriage. 
Put TonrMlX in His 

Place 
Love Mo Little, Love 

Me Long. 
The Cloister and the 

Hearth. 
The Covrsa of Tme 

Love. 
The JUt. 
The Autobiography of 

a Thief. 

By Mrs. J. 

Weird Stories. 
Fairy Water. 
Her Mother's Darling. 
The Prince of Wales's 



Foul Play. 

The Wandering Heir. 

Hard Cash. 

Bingleheart and Double- 
face. 

Good Stories of Men and 
other Animals. 

Peg Wofilngton. 

Griffith Gaunt. 

A Perilous Secret. 

A Simpleton. 

Readiana. 

A Woman-Hater. 

H. RIDDELL. 

The Uninhabited House. 
The Mystery inPalace. 

Gardens. 
The Nun's OnnM. 
Idle Tales. 

RIVES. 



Garden Party. 

By AMELIB 

Barbara Bering. 

By P. W. ROBINSON. 

Women are Strange. 1 The Hands of Jtistiet . 

By JAMES RUNCIMAN. ' 

Skippers and Shellbacks. | Schools and Scholars. 
Graoe Batmaign's Sweetheart. 

By W. CLARK RUSSELL. 



The Romance of Jenny 

Harlowe. 
An Ocean Tragedy. 
My Shipmate Louise. 
Alone on a Wide Wide 

Sea. 



Bound the Galley Fire. 

On the Fo'k'sle Head. 

In the Middle Watch. 

A Voyage to the Cape. 

A Book for the Ham- 
mock. 

The Mystery of the 
'Ocean Stsir.' 

By aEORQE AUGUSTUS SALA. 

Gaslight and Daylight. 

By JOHN SAUNDERS. 



Guy Waterman. 
The Two Dreamers. 



Joan Merryweather. 
The High Mms. 
Heart Salvage. 



The Lion in the Path. 



By KATHARINE SAUNDERS. 



Sebastian. 
Margaret 
beth. 



and Bllsa* 



By QEORQE R. SIMS. 



Rogues and Vagabonds 
The Ring o' Bells. 
Mary Jane's Memoirs. 
Majy Jane Married. 
Tales of Today. 
Dramas of Life. 

By ARTHUR 

A MAtch in the Dark. 



Tinkletop's Crime. 

Zeph. 

My Two Wives. 

Memoirs of a Landlady. 

Scenes from the Show. 

The 10 Commandments. 

SKETCHLEY. 



Baek td Life. 

The LoudwaterTragedy. 

Burgos Romance. 

Quittance in Fall. 

A Husband from the Sea 

ST. AUBYN. 

I To His Own Master. 
I Orchard Damerel 



By HAWLEY SMART. 

Without %.ove or Licence. 

By T. W. SPEI0HT. 

The Mysteries of Heron 

Dyke. 
The Golden Hoop. 
Hoodwinked. 
By Devious Ways. 

By ALAN 

A Fellow of Trinity. 
The Junior Dean. 
Master of flt.Beaedlot'8 

By R. A. STBRNDALE. 

The A^g'*»*-n Hnlfe. 
. By R. LOUIS STEVENSON. 

New Arabian Nights. | Prince Otto. 

By BERTHA THOMAS. 

Cresslda. | The Violin-Player* 

Proud Maisie. | 

By WALTER THORNBUI^Y. 

Tales for the Marines. | Old Stories Retold. 

By T. AbOLPHUS TROLLOPB. 

Diamond Cut Diamond. 

By P. ELEANOR TROLLOPB. 
Like Ships upoa the { Anne Fumess. 
Sea. I Mabel's Progress. 

By ANTHONY TROLLOPB. 



Frau Frohmann 
Marion Fay. 
Kept in the Dark. 
John Caldlgate. 
The Way We Live Now. 



The Land-Leaguers. 
The American Senator. 
Mr. Scarborough's 

Family. ' 
GoldenLion of Graapert 



By J. T. TROWBRIDGE. 

Famell's Folly. 

By IVAN TUROBNIEPP, &c 

Stories firom Foreign Novelists. 

By MARK TWAIN. 



Life on the Mississippi. 
The Brince and tae 

Pauper. 
A Yankee at the Court 

of Xing Arthur. 
The £1.000.060 Bank- 

Note. 



The Huguenot Family. 
The BlaokkaU Ghosts. 
What SheCameThrou^ 
Beauty imd the Beast. 
Oitoyenne Jaq[aeUne. 



A Pleasure Trip on the 

Continent. 
The GUded Age. 
Huckleberry Finn. 
MarkTwain's Sketches. 
Tom Sawyer. 
A Trainp Abroad. 
Stolen white Elephant. 

By C. C. PRASER-TYTLBR. 

Mistress Judith. 

By SARAH TYTLBR. 

The Bride's Pass. 
Buried Diamonds. 
St. Mungo's City. 
LadyBeU. 
Noblesse Oblige. 
Disappeared. 

By ALLEN UPWARD. 

The Queen against Oi^en. 

By AARON WATSON and LILLIAS 

WASSERMANN* 

The Marquis of Oarabas. 

By WILLIAM WESTALL. 

Trust-Money. 

By Mrs. P. H. WILLIAMSON. 

A Child Widow. 

By J. S. WINTER. 

Cavalry Life. | Regimental Legends. 

By H.F. WOOD. 
The Passenger from Scotland TaTd. 
The Englishman of the Rue Cain. 
By Lady WOOD. 
Sabina. 

By CELIA PARKER WOOLLEY. 
RacAel Armstrong y or. Love and Theology. 

By EDMUND YATES. 
The Forlorn Hope. I Castaway. , 

Land at Last. ' ' 



OGDEN, SMALB AND CO. 1-lUlTB.D* "eW.^T^^*x Qres.KT %Ke^^Q\S. HILL, B.0, 
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